ENGLISH ^iEN OF LEHTE^S 

GEORGE ELIOT 

■ BY 

LESLIE STEPHEN 



MAC^vIILLA.M AND CO., LIMITED 
ST. MARTIN’S STREET. LONDON 






psitteitiils 









CHAPTER I. 


KAHLY LTi.E. 

"MARy Axy R\'AX^, as lier fatliei’ rt-corded in Ills 
diary, was born at Arbury P’'nmii, at live oAlock in 
'.he moianbig of iAbai Xo’-,-erni>er E^I&d Her father, 
Ptobert Evans, 'v^a sou of George .IvvariS, a ])uiu:h:r 
and earpeiuer in I Jerbyshire. ’’Jhe I'amily iUaI uiigraieii 
thitlier from Xortiiop in Flintshire, liobert Eyans 
brijught up to his farbers business, and iuipro\'ed 
iiis position In’ reiuaj'kable nualifio.';. Jio possessed 
great vigour both of mind ami body, and was one 
tif :?ie moii to whom love oi good work is religion. 
Once, when two labourers were waiting for a third to 
enable them to carry a. heavy ladder, ho took the 
v. hule ts'eight upon Ms own shoulders, and astonished 
them l)y carrying it to its destination without helfj. 
He had also the keen eye of a .skilful workman, and was 
especially famou-s hr a p.jwer of caleulaiing with 
singular accuracy the quantiiy <>( timber iii a standing 
tree. He acquiretl the highest character for integrity 
arid thorough devotion to his employers’ interests, 
lii.s extensive knowledge i?i very varied praetic-ul 

^ She called hersfelf Atarian, 
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departments, as his -daugliter sars, “made iiis, services' 
■■valued through several coimt'ies. ■ 'lie had larg'e know- 
ledge of mines, of piaiiiations, of various branches of 
vaiimtion and measiireinsnt — of all that is essential to 
the nmiiaeeniQnt of lar^e estates.” He was regarded 
as a unique land-agent, and was- iible 'by giving his 
own, services tv save the special fves usiialiy paid by 
landowners iGi- expert opinimss. Hit’ education had 
been iniperfeci, and tin’s led to .some seif-distrust and 
’'‘srdnuissiveness i?i his domestic rciAriuiiS.’’ The last 
pceuliarity ic rcfiected iis tiio cluiraeter of Mr. Garth 
in J/iV/<id//in/Y/< : and Sir. Garth and xidam Bede are 
obviously in some degree representative of the same 
typo — one, it is to be feared, which has not become 
cuniraonei' since his time. About 1199 Eobert Evans 
was agent to Mr. Frmteis Nmvdigate of Kirk Hallam 
in Derbyshire, tiivler whom he also held a farm. In 
1S06, upon the death of Sir Eoger Newdigate, Francis 
Kewdigate iiihoritecl u life interest in the Arbiuy 
estate in Warwieksliire, and Evans accompanied him 
thither iit his old capacity, Gokmel Aewtiigate, son 
uf Francis, was mtieli impressed by the merits of his 
father's agent, and through the cuiuriel’a inhuesce 
Evans became agent to various other great landowners 
ill the district. As beeume Ids posiiion, Robert Evans 
was a sjtardy Tory. He shared the patrioiie sentiment 
of the days of Xekem ami b\'cUingtOfi, and he, hi that 
a revolutionary fanatic was a mixture of and 
scoundrel. “1 was aecustomod,’* says his daughte.*’, 
“ to hear him utter the word ' Governmeiii' in a tone 
that charged it> with awe and made ii part of luy 
eSective religion in conirust with the word ri-ebel/ 
which seemed to carry tlm stump of evil in h.-; .-yllables. 
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, and, lit by the fact that Satan was the first rebel, 
made an , argument ; dispensing with more detailed 
.inquiry.” “ aovernment,” for practical purposes, 

. meant the great landowners, who had good reasons 
for returning his respect. One of them requires a 
' moment’s notm^^ 

Sir Roger Newdigate,^ the previous owner of Arbury, 
was a typical specimen of the more cultivated countrv 
gentleman of his day. In early life he had made the 
“grand tour,” and had brought back ancient marbles 
and architectural drawings. He afterwards accepted 
the active duties of his position. He represented 
the University of Oxford for thirty years (1750-1780) 
as a high Tory. He was an owner of collieries and a 
pi omoter of canals. He built a school and a poorhouse 
for the parish in which Arbury Park is situated— 
Chilvers-Coton, near Huneaton. He rebuilt Arbury 
House, which stood on the site of an ancient priory, 
in the “'Gothic style ” and adorned it with works of 
art and family portraits by Ptornney and Reynolds. 
His^ name at least is familiar to all Oxford men by 
the prixe poem which he founded just before his 
death, ilie conditions prescribed by him for the 
competition show as much sen.se as can be expected 
from the founder of a prize poem. There were to be 
no compliments to himself, and the length of the poems 
was to be limited to fifty lines. Horace and King 
David, as he remarked, had succeeded in confining 
their noblest compositions within that length, and the 
quality of the future prize poem.s would probablv not 
be such as to make us desire more of them than of 

y See The Che>'£i-ehj of Chevtrd Xhaior, by Lady 
« Newdegate, 1898. *. , , . , 
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the psalms" Of' ^ocles.' ' Sir Eoge'r ,fJiect''Tiiirte6a years, 
before the 'birtli of Evans’s rlaugiiter; bat "certain' 
family stories in u'hieli be v.-;u coucerncil ’.very handed 
j , r; -do^vft to her, and, as we shall j-ee, suggested one of her 
most ilnished pieces of ^cud:. KoT-eit Evav.sV first 
wife, Harriet Poyiitoii, had been for ‘‘maiiy years/’ 
as her epitaph suy?, “the friend and servant of the 
, family of Arbnry/ She had married Evans in ISOl, 
and died in IS09, leaving two children. In lSi“ 

‘ ’• Evans married a woniart of rather superior pttsiiion, 
Christiana Pearenu, ’ny %vhom l;y had ihree chiidreu 
— Christianaj Isaac, and Mary Ann — Chri.siia/ia being 
about five, and Isaac about three years older than the 
youngest child. In March 1820, when Atary Ann 
. w'as four montli-s old, the Evanses moved to Griff, '’a 
, chaming red brick, ivy-covered house on the Arbury 
estate.” It was to be the child's home for the fir^r 
twenty-one years of her life. 

The impressions made upon the girl during these 
iyears are sufiicienily manifest in the first series of her 
I not'eis. M’ere it uecc.?sary to describe the general char- 
acteri.stics of English country life, would enalde 
the ‘‘graphic’" histori.-iu to give life and colour to the 
skeleton made from i cal lwA legal ijifo’-matimi. 

The SciifWB of CUtieal Lifi^ ^4dum Bfdf, Siius 
and Thfi Mill on ihe pn'obably give the mo.'ii 

I vivid picture now extant of the manners and customs 
f of the contemporary dwellers in the nridland couniicj 
^ of England. There is a lemptutiiUi to press the 
likeness further. It is a luvotirite amusement of 
readers to identify characters in novels with hriiori- 
^ cal individuals. They sometimes seem to think 
that the question whether {tor example) Galyb Garth 



intentionally, or by blending , m'tb more; 'or less, con- 
scious reminiscences of other originals. George Eliot 
(as it will be: convenient to call her hereafter from 
her name in letters), like all good novelists, generally 
avoided diroctu,dhlilieation of indiviiliials ; while, on 
the other hand, it is probable enough that she was 
sometimes following the facts more closely thari she 
was herself aware. It is enough to say here that; her 
mother had a “ considerable clash of the Mrs. Poyser 
vein in her”; that her mother’s family more or less 
stood for the Dodsons in the Mill on the Flossy that 
her relations to her brother resembled those of Maggie 
to Tom Tulliver in the same novel; and that when 
liescribing Gelia and Dorothea Brooke in Middlemarch 
she was more or less recalling her relations to her 
elder sister Christiana. There is one person, ho%vever, 
wlioni a novelist can hardly liel^j revealing directly or 
indirectly : and in the case of George Eliot the revela- 
tion is unequivocal. There is no doubt, as we shall 
see, that ihe Mill on the Floss is substantially auto- 
biogi-aphical, not, of course, a statement of facts, but 
as a vivid embodiment of the early impressions and 
rhe first stages of spiritual development. The scanty 
framework of fact may be partly filled up from this 
source. 

It is proper, however, at the present day to begin 
from the physical “ eindronment ” of the organism 
whose histoiT we arc to studv. The ‘^Tarwiekshire 
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landscape is not precisely 'Stimiilafeijiy : and if the 
county can Least of 'the greatesfe 'naiiif; in English 
literature, it nuist ho remeniherec! that Shakespeare 
had’ the. good fortune to ■. migrate' '"to ilie centre of 
inielicctuai activity at a^i early period. Though the 
central watershed of 'England' ^ passes through the 
country, ii has no triOiintaiii ridges, and. ilic .streams 
crawl ofi' through :m,odes't ■" iiiicliilatioiis to ■ more pictur- 
esc|iie , districts. . In her' twenty-first year 'George 
Eliot speaks of a little excursion in which she ■ has .(for 
the first- time apparently) ‘•ga.-:rd on .?oinc--alheit t-he 
smallest — of the '‘e'ccrhutiiig hills,' " and ha.s admired 
“those tiohlest children of the earth — line healthy 
tree.s.’’ She. lias seen, too, a fine pansh church and 
' Lichfield Cathedral. Tbrougli her childliocKl she had 
to put up with cantils instead of rivers ; and save no 
wilder open .-^paee.s than the decorosis lawns fd’ Arbury 
Park. Far away in the ni>rth, the Bronte r.liildren — 
of wliora Charlot-tc, the ehicst, was tier seruor by three 
years — were .spending their .-^trangc childhood in 
ilawortip learning to worship ^NatHro on the Ym-ksligre 
moors, raid to idea.Ii.-?e the stitrcU', erublK-d, Yurtli- 
coimtrymcn into Eoehestors .‘ind flciuh-ditis. We may 
speculate it we plea.?e uijon the effect ,s which might 
;k'V have followed if the habitai.s of the fw*i fairdlics could 
have been exchanged. If wt>, may trust their por- 
trayers, the fat midland pasture.-; wot h;srdlr moro 
different from the Yorkshire moors than the stolid 
farmers of Warwickshire from the rough population 
of the West Eiding. 

•‘‘Our midland p/iains,'*’ said (-leorge Eliot, “'have 
never lost their familiar expression and conservative 
' ^ispixit for mej yef“ at* "'every other mile, since I first 
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looked on 'them, some .sign of world- wide change, some 
new direction of human: labour, has wrought itself 
into what:, one may call the speech^ of the lanciscajpe/’ 
The Bcenery, ' a monotonous succession^ ' of little ups 
■ and downs, is :'of the- kind . which: owes its: interest to 
its siihorcliii»ation to 'human society.. In': Cre'orge 
Eliot's writings, there arc proofs enough of sensibility 
to natural beauty, but the scenery is a background to 
the actors ; and there is no indication of such a passion 
for her native district as Scott felt for his ‘‘ honest grey 
hills.” The ‘‘midland plains” were “conservative,” 
because they spoke of ancient order and peace j and 
the opening pages of Felix Eoli describe the scenery and 
explain its significance. The traveller of those days,' 
seated by the side of one of hlr. "^t'eller’s colleagues, 
whirling at the amazing sjjecd of ten miles a.n hour across 
the plain whence the waters flow to the Avon and the 
Trent, had yet time to read many indications of 
English life in the characteristic landscape. He saw 
broad meadow's with their long lines of willows mark- 
ing the w'ater-courses ; and cornfields divided by the 
straggling hedgerows, economically wasteful but 
beautiful with their bushes of liaw'thorn and dog-roses. 
He came upon remote hatnlets, abodes of dirt and 
ignorance, each knowing of the world wliich lay beyond 
its “own patch of earth and sky” only by intercourse 
■with “big, bold, gin-breaihing tramps.” But at times 
also he passed througli “trim cheerful villages,'” where 
the cottage gardens bloomed with wall-fiowors and 
geraniums, and the blacksmith and the w'hceiwright 
were plying their cheerful trades. Solid farmers were, 
joggi'tig past from their comfortable homesteads, -wlierc; 
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coriistacko. Al iuiervai.' apriO^ii’i'd the c'jjiiires statelier 
mansions, ciiAotrered in the patrician trees of his 
park, and hard by the gret' old churehet'; rnth sleep- 
compelling peu'r; vrcrc tlic parsonage.; tvhere thc- 
scjitire s yoangor son waa qu;irtcreci. itot yet prescient 
of the ‘^mor’eroent,” and free at least from ‘Hoo 
much ^eal" In :-ucb di'-.tncir^ the eighteenth ceurtiry 
calm iingerc<l ]■lel^s.;!,ntiy, anti the ideal typCD repre- 
sented b}' Sir heyrer dc Cor'i'rley and the 'Shear of 
Wakefield, nr by Siiuirc Wc.'tciTi uuti Truilibcr, might 
still be rccogni.-oil. A Sf ;• lloger Xev.'dig:UG had acquired 
A taste, ravd here art\ j-here clerical calm was being 
ruffled 'by Evangelical nr Methodist agitation. But 
the district was one oi “ protuberant optimists, sure 
that Old England was the best of all possible countriua. 
and that if there were any facts which had not fallen 
under their own observation ihoj* ■wore faei.s not worth 
observing,” The traveller, it is true, might soon 
come upon a very diifereul .scene. The coach wouhl 
emerge from the deep-rurred lane.? into .i village 
“din.gj" tvith coal-dust, noisy v.dtb the shaking of 
looms/'’ or ‘avouH raitic 0%'er the pavement of a 
manufacturing town, the scene of riola and rjade-uiuou 
meetings.” The land around him wu-j blatkeiifd with 
eoabpits, and the populaiioa was by no means con- 
vinced that all change, must he for the wor.-;?:: ; and yet 
these busy scenes seemed ‘‘ to make but crowded nests 
in the midst of the large-spaced. slow~nio\'ing life 
of home.stead and far-away cottages and oak-sheltered 
parks.” In the quiet agricultural region, squire and 
parson., and the whole social machinery of which they 
represented the maiiispriag, could iiu'H ba accepted a.s 
part of the unalterable syslcsi of things. The villager 
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was . too ignorant i6ven to conceive , :tli'e .possibility of 
change ^ and if .the farmer grumbied .over the ruin- 
ous results of peace,: he retained \his traditional 
reverence for the old.: families, aiic! looked ; with horror 
upon proposals for the; intrusion of railways or manu- 
facturing demands; for free ...trade* . .If. llie upper social 
stratum was aware that in the great towns there v'ere 
Radicals demanding the abolition off the House of 
Lords and the confiscation of' Church: property, it 
inferred that : the demon of revolution had not been 
Gompietely exorcised,; but co'iild still hope: , that, with 
the . help of the great Duke, the evil spirit might be 
t'onhncd i.o his proper region, and the British Constitu- 
tion bo upheld as the pride and envy of the world. 

In due time (leorge Eliot was • to . pourtray:. various 
phases of the society .around .her, including the Radical 
as well as the fine old Tory. In her childhood, of course, 
.she took the colouring of her surroundings. To the 
infant the arrangements of i-ts nursery arc as unalter- 
able a.s the Jaws of the solar system and the existence 
of any other order inconceivabie. Her world was the 
fireside of Hrifi’; and if .she had glimp.ses of the out- 
side, the view.s of Mr. Eobert Evans represented 
ultimate truth, or w'ere taken as indisputable assertions 
of matter of fact. He was fond of his little girl, and 
took her for occasional outings in his gig, or on expedi- 
tions to neighbouring country towns. The family 
circle was small Soon after her birth, her mother’s 
health became weak : the elder girl, Christkna, was 
.sent to school ; aiid Mar,v Ann with her brother spent 
part of every day at a {]ajae-.5chool cIo.se to their own 
gates. She did not show any remarkabk pietascity, 
thorigh she 'was both a thoughtful and a \err atTec- 
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lionate an'l sensitive cLiid. IJer 1 .>roi.Iicr became 
naturally the first object of her cle’^’otiou, and election 
to some one ■was throughout her life a inarkcd need of 
her nature, Vdhile still under five years old. she went 
through the expcriencos more or less idcalisad in the 
ou th> i'V. ssj and more historically comuiemorileff 
in the series of sonnets called Brotha' and esdsfer. She 
tells in the poems how she ranibied with him through 
the raeado'ws ; across tiie rivulet hidden by tangled 
forget-mc-nois ; through the rookery ru-ai by the 
'‘brown canal,’’ where the ])arges seemed lo bring in- 
timauions of an unknown world be3'ond. In the eopse, 

■ there were traces of 'the ‘'‘mystic gypsicsj” wheM M i*. 
Petulengro perhaps bad cncampedj though 'vvhen she 
act’jmlly met him — if the narrative in the dEll sa; ffe 
Fht^s be aiitbenfeie history — he was a Icfs romanlic' 
being chan wc .should judge- from his bchiivioiir iri 
TheUj too, she had the ■^^'onderfrd adventure 
'of catching n perch by mistake, which sugge.tts thei:«;-^ 
evital>ie moral, narnehn that luck wan with glor\’ 
wed," The earlj-' hero-worslu'p of the little girl 
running like a i’tuppy after the slightly logger brother 
is simp]}’ and touchirigly described. “»Seln'»o} parted: 
us.” she says; and she never found that- childish, world 
again. 

‘But 'rt’t’Vc anoihcr childifek wtn'lil i;sy shun, 

I would be bom a little sLuer tlicmg 

Her brother was sent fco school when she ■was five 
years old ; and as her mother tvas still in bad hoakli, 

. she was sent to join her sister at a school kept by a 

4 Miss^athom at . Attleboro, a village only a mile or t'wo 
' diit^tlroia Griff. She continued there for three or 
' lour years, spending her Sunday-s at home. Her chief 



memory of this part of her life 'ivas the difBculty of 
getting a seat near the fireplace in cold n’-oather. Her 
health /was low,: it seems, and she sufiered from the 
iiiglitly terrors which liaimt delicate children, and which 
she has .ascrihed to : CTwendolen Harleth, ’‘All her 
soni,” she said, “ became a quivering fear," The other 
pupils, how'ever, made a pei; of their small companion, 
and she was not unhappy. She began to read such 
books as then came in the way of childreis. In one of 
them, called The Liiinci's^ Life, she afterwards wrote a 
few words, stating that it was the first present from 
her father which she could remember, .and recording 
her early delight in its pages. She remembered, too, 
her absorption in ^-Esojfs Tahics, and laughed heartily 
over the pleasure she had taken in the humour of 
“Mercury and the Statue Seller.” A stray volume of 
Joe Miller supplied her with anecdotes wherewith to 
astonish her family. In those days children were 
distracted by miscellaneous scraps of print, and could 
pore over the same thumbed and dogs-eared fa-ronrites. 
In her eighth or ninth vear she was sent to a 
scliool, kept by a MissM'alliugfcon at Jvuneaton. 
there were some tliirty boarders, and she became especi- 
ally iutimate with Mi.ss Lewis, the principal governess. 
Her passion for reading developed rapidly. A 
came in her way ; and when that was rc 
to ius owner before , she , had finished it, she 
WTiting out the story for, herself, ..till her elders got, it 
back for her. She was fascinated by an extract from 
Lamb’s Cajvliiin- Ja<'hone.ven in an almanac; and among 
her favourite book'^' were Defoe’s Huion/ of the 
ihvyrr.s-x, and Jlassrla.^. By this time it 
beginning to be Uiulerstood that there was somethini 
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remarkable- aoout the child. She excited the admira- 
tion of the honic-firele by acthi,;; charades with her 
brother during the holidays ; ats-d if not a decided 
“prodigy,” v'lis clearly capable of absorbing such''.'''iii- '■ 
telkctual iitfliicnees as could be fonnd in "Warudek-^hire. 
In her thirteenth year she ivas_ transferred to. a seh.ool 
at Covoiiry. It, vcaa kepr by two ladies named 
Franklin, daughters of a Baptist iniiiistcr, who liad for 
many ycar.^, preached in a chape! at Coventry. Hs 
lived in a house “almost exactly resembling that of 
Kufii.s Lyon in Fill.' IF-UF Lyon’s character and some 
csf his little personal peculiarities were also suggesteci 
by thia original, George Eliot vras always grateful to 
th© daughters for the excellence of their teaching. 
She was at once recognised as the most promising of 
their pupils. Her themes were kept for the private 
edification of her teacher.?, instead l.ieing road in the 

class like tliosc of her comrades, Slie had good 
masters in French and G-errnan and mufic. .She was 
«ometimes called upon io> di-spiay lior Tmatical skill 
before visitors, as the I'cst performer in the school ; 
a,nd or-eyed with ready gO'td humour, thou.gh .suffer- 
iiig agoiiierj of .shjmes.?. The love of music generally 
fchows it&clf at an early age, but- she had appareafcly 
6010.6 diffictilfcy in yielding to the pa.’^sioa, Three 
years after leaving school, she attended ait oratorio at 
OoYentry, and says in a letter that tihe thinks it will 
be her last. She declares that she has “'no soul for 
music, ” and is a tasteless person.’* She therefor# is 
not qualified to discuss the, question of the “propriety 
or kwfa.]ne.ss of such exhihiuons of talent.’* For her- 
self, she would not regret if nnzsic were stricth" confined 
to purposes of worship; and cannot think that “a 
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pleasare that ' wishes tlie derotioa . of; a the time and 
powers of an .iiarnortal . being to the aci^iiiremeut of an 
expertness in so .useless . . . an aecompiishiaent can be 
.quite pure aiid eletating in its 'tendenej.'’’ The religi- 
ous; theoij is, as we shall see, characteristic ; but it is 
singular that a.:WGman :'who ,,was to.find one of her 
greatest delights , in music, and who was already skilled 
in the. art, shouM think herself devoid of the capacity. 
Two years later, indeed, she was moved to “ hysterical 
sobbing” by another oratorio. She, was always diffident 
■and easily discouraged; and these, reflections may mean 
merely an attack of low spirits. Perhaps the want of 
“soul” meant only the absence of a specific aptitude 
for the musician’s calling: or, possibly, the singing at 
Coventry was out of tune.^ 

G-eorge Eliot left school finally at the end of 1835, 
Her mother was failing in health, and died in the 
summer of IS'SG, after a long illness, during which she 
was nursed by her daughters. In the following spring 
the elder daughter, Christiana, married Mr. Edward 
Clarke, a suriteon in Warwickshire, and M;irv Ann 
undertook the charge of her father’s household at Griffi 
She set her mind to the work, and became, it is said, a!i 
“exemplary housewife.’’ She .also exerted herself in 
promoting various charitable works, and continued to 
stmiy Italian, German, and music. Her brother was 
now beginning to take a share in their father’s busi- 

‘ Mr. W. A. White of New York lias kindly showji me a 
letter to another frieud in which George Eliot speak.-- of the 
same oratorio. Jt might be urged, she admits, that audi 
exhibitions show “ the beautiful -powers of the human voice 
when carried to the highest point of improveability." But sui--ii 
reasoning would compel ns to admit *’ opera -dancing, lun-ss- 
• racing, and even mteinperaace.” 
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.his .clilef relaxation from . hard work. 
• amusement which was not' in .his sister’s 




lie 




ness 

in liUiitih 

tx'^r ■ ■ was not m .Ms sister's 

line. He had also become a High Churchman, whereas 
she was strongly Evangelical. Although, therefore 
the family was bound by ties of warm afleetion, she 
found little sympathy in her farourite occupations. She 

whfc h We, conscious of abilities for 
which she could find no definite outlet, and with no 
one in her immediate circle capable of gniding or even 
appreciating her pursuits. When long afterwards an 
autobiopaphy was suggested to her, she replied : “Th« 
otny thing 1 should much c.aro to dwell on fin reo-ird 
to this period] would be the absolute dc.ipair' I .sufli;ed 
rom 0. ever being able to do anvthing. Xo one 
could ever have fell greater despiir, and a" knowledge 
01 this imgnt be a help to some other stru.ivler ” (>, 
the other hand, she added with a smile, “ it might onlv 
lead to an increase of bad wri£U3i>*.” 

The account of George Eliofslhool d.ars mav per- 
mps .suggest that the siaie of ienalu oducation in 
>^a,wu.ksh,re was not akogethet so bad as encroetk' 
motieni refomers arc apt to as.snme. There is tt 
^ ^ ux ^ qiuim Qin-tashiomd mhnrmi^ 

aoout ,1,0 sy.s,om. Her comrade.,, at Mb. TvanVi X 
thought tnat .she wi. conipe,c...t i-to get up somei,hi.,g 

L?^.d ^ ^ " h Olot.nmg club”; a„d bevoi.d tlial 
mited prospMt, they may possibly have dared to hope 
tha she might develop into a Mrs. Chaponc or Jli.^ 
Carter— capable of writing letters “upon the im. 

't™s1Sr‘ r ill liiae. ,.£ 

to take a firsWass m a L'niversity examination, or to 
ent-r any career for wliich such honour,, .jnaiifiefi ,he 
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j^nobler sexj.and yetij'if we really, believed what we are 
■'SO often ;toM, that the test of a good education is not 
■,'the stock of Imowledge acquired, but the stimulus 
' given to mental activity, the schooling seems to have 
■■been successful enough. Her intellectual curiosity 
was roused, though not yet fixed upon any definite 
object. From the correspondence which she kept up 
with her early governess, Miss Lewis, it seems that 
she read a great deal of miscellaneous literature during 
sixteen years at (Triff. My mind, she says in 1839, 
presents “an assemblage of disjointed specimens of 
history, ancient and modern ; scraps of poetry picked 
up from Shakespeare, Cowper, Wordsworth, and 
Milton ; newspaper topics ; morsels of Addison and 
Bacon, Latin verbs, geometry, entomology, and chem- 
istry ; Eeviews and metaphysics — all arrested and 
petrified and smothered by the fast-thickening every- 
day accession of actual events, relative anxieties, and 
household cares and vexations. How deplorably and 
unaccountably evanescent are our frames of mind, as 
various as forms and hues of the summer clouds!” 
For^'a girl of nineteen, both the style and the variety 
of intellectual interests indicated are remarkable. A 
genius, it may be suggested, can thrive anywhere; 
and so long as it is not absolutely fettered, can derive 
nourishment from any set of materials that may come 
in its w’ay. There is, however, a special characteristic 
of Cleorge Eliot which already appears. A strong 
imaginative impulse is generally developed early ; it 
is an overmastering faculty which forces its possessor 
into activity often before knowledge or serious thought 
has accumulated; draws romances, epic poems, and 
dramas from children in their tee-ns; and suggests 
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•that not only Tie- material "siirroEndings,,' but even tbe.' 
storage of' iiifcellectiial , aeeompiislim'ents is but an 
accidental stimulus 'to.Tlie' i!inate''creative po'wer. Cliar- 
lotte and : Emil|.vBronfces, ; f 0 r\ example, informed the 
worM around them with so : much passiois , and imagina- 
tion, 'that we 'fane j, that ''any other .cimimstances 'would 
ha¥o serFed. for an incentiTe' to 'powerS''OiiIy ' waiting .to 
be set at . liberty. : George Eliot, diffident i.n character, 
and ''^'reflectiTe as ■ much , as ' iniaginatiYe in ■.intellect, 
developed , slowly, and ' was for many years ■' igno'rant 
of ..her own' truest powers. ' She had a full 'share of the .'' 
feminine docility, which is .so charming to teachers — 
especiali}’ of tlie oriier sex. Womeri really enjoy 
Icctures, strange as the taste appears to the male at 
all ages. Even a clever boy generally regarcls his 
schoolmaster as a natural enemy, and begins as a rebel. 
The girl takes the ii3ii3rer at .his O’wn valuation, or 
something more, and h.as aii inxiocent belief that 
lessons give really desirable iuformaiion. George 
Eliot was clearly of this way of rhiiildng ; and though 
.she mast have been aware of po.s.sessIng unusjial 
ability, she wa.s anxious to bore stibrnissivcdy lo 
the best in.st.ractor.s. At Griff or in her circle xtt 
Coventry no very brilliaui iare-llectual light was 
shining, nor dkl even a very clear lUider-standing 
prevail as to the real lights of coxitempurary thought, 
l^eople had not tiiken to reading the b?.st fTernian 
authorities : and had vague enough impres.sious as to 
the course of .European .spsculatiuu. .^liss Lewis and 
the Miss Franklins were ardeiii Eva.ugelicals : and the 
Evangelical school of the dayg though not given to 
philosophy, representing at least the most socially 
active party in the Church, was so far attractive to her 


intellectually. It raoarit at any rate a protest against 
stagnation. Then, moreover, through life she had 
very deep religious sentijiicnts, and for the present 
associated them rvitli the Evangelical dogma. She 
was greatly impressed by the wife of her fathers 
younger brother. Mrs. Samuel Evans, a Methodist 
jDreacher, of whom I shall presently have to speak 
again. “ I shall not only suffer, but be delighted to 
receive the word of exhortation," she writes to her 
aunt in 1839, ‘‘and I beg you not to withhold it.” 
The most curious of her letters in these years i,s one 
to Miss Lewis, discussing with a quaint gravity the 
ethicrj of reading fiction. She is good enough to admit 
that certain standard v,-orks must be read — Scott, for 
example, and Don Quixote-otherwise one xv-ould 
not understand common allusions. Shakespeare, too, 
is inevitable, though one must be as nice as the bee 
'*to suck nothing but honey from his pages.” A 
teacher, too, may consider it desirable to read fiction 
by way of tasting for her pupils. But it is dangerous 
to make trial on oneself of a cup because it is suspected 
of bSing poisonous. She herself has .suffered from the 
poison. Her early reading of novels, lent by kind 
friends, led her to castie-building, which she ap- 
parently thinks a pernicious habit. No one, of course, 
“ever dreamed of recommending ” novels to children j 
but men and women arc but children of a larger 
growth. They cannot bo .sure at unj’ age of resisting 
the evil influences. Nothing can be learned from 
novels which cannot be better learned from history; 
and when she i.s driven to tears In' the impossibliity 
of learning more than a fraction of realities, can she 
“ have any time to spend on things that never 
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existed”? It is plain tiiat in those days esthetic 
jsrophets had not begun to expound the true i'c]atio‘ii& 
of art and nioralitj,' : and many young Iadie.s oi nine- 
icen at the present day •^voiild consider themselves 
competent to open the eyes of this didactic young 
perv'^on. Her views changed iii good ume : but the 
moral earnestness whicli prompted these rather crude 
remarks was a perraaneiit characteristic. Moauvrhilc. 
if her scruples hindered her from a(a|uirifig a wide 
knowledge upon the novels of the day, she wa.: 
spending her time to better purpose hs the mist el - 
laneous reading already noticed, ^’i'ordsu'orth; it may 
be observed, was an early favourite to whom .she 
remained faithful through life, and appealed to her 
■ '■ as, shortly before, he had appealed, though still more 
strongly, to J. S. Mill. She was much impressed, too, 
bj? Young'c Nlghi Thought?^. ;ni edifying work which 
in later years she criticised uith ihe i^everity of a 
revolted disciple. Her .studie.-^ narnrHlly took a theci- 
logical direction. She begins will: Hannah IS fore, and 
IVilberforce, and is prc-sently intmc-vSicd by the eun- 
Iroveivies aroused by the Oxfonl movement. “She 
cannot make ttp her mind a.s to the .•oliiTiots. She reads 
f an essay on •'Schi.-m” by Professo*- Hoppus of the 
■> Lj' London University, ami tlie Es'angelieal Milner’s i'hurrh 
TIisiory. 8lic eorapares their view.s with those of The 
Fortran 0 / an English Chttn'kmaii, by \\\ llrcsley, an 
early champion of ‘‘Tractariauism," and finds that ihc 
Tracts themselves show a “cojifused approciutioa of 
3s© the great doctrine of justiiicatio;u” They approach too 
nearly to the Church marked by the “ pruplieiica! 
epithets” of the scarlet beast ” and the •" Mystery nf 
laiquity.” The authors, it is true, arc .zealous, leanicd, 


I.]'""'' ■■.lARLT,LrFE.' "" 10 

and: devotedj but Satan is; too crafty to commit bis 
catise into; tlie hands of those who have nGthing to 
recommend them to approbation.” : She is pleased, 
howeimr, by: the; ApostoUca 'and; the ^ sweet 
poetry ” of the GhrkUem Year. She is presently much 
impressed by the work n^on Aneieni-' ClmsUmiity/mtd 
the Oxford Tracts, hy Isaac Taylor, “one: of the most 
eloquent, acute, and pious^ of ^writers.”' She has' 
“gulped it in a most reptile-like fashion/' but must 
“chev) it thoroughly to facilitate its assimilation 
vuth her mental frame.” She is attracted, too, 
the “stirring eloquence’' of The Great Teacher, written 
by John Harris, a popular writer of the time, with 
liberal teiideneios, who was afterwards principal of 
an Independent College. These studies, it must be 
remembered, represent her stale of mind before the 
completion of her iwenty-tirst year. 81 ie was soon 
to come under new influences. Meanwhile she was 
already ambitious enough to propose to make a 
practical application of her reading, and planned a 
“chart” of ecclc.sia.stical lii-story, xritli columns show- 
ing^thc dates of the principal personages, events, 
schisms, and so forth, Avith perhaps one for the 
fulfilment of the ptrophecies. Happily a chart was 
published by some one else which extinguished hers, 
and she turned to other studies. A dilferent result of 
her meditations Avas a poem, which, though tsot her first 
attempt at jmciiy, was the first published. It is a fare- 
well to the world, ofbvhich IbU is a spccimcii : 
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COVENTRY. 

When Geox'ge Eliot was just twenty-one a change 
took place in her life which was to produce most 
important results. Her brother had married, atid it 
was arranged that he should take o\"er his father's 
business at Griff, Mr, Eobert Evans, now sixty-six, 
with his daughter migrated to Coventry. They took 
a semi-dotaehed house in the Foleshiil Eoad, with .a 
“good bit of garden round it,/’' and commanding a wide 
reach of country, though the view was disfigured by 
mills and chimneys in the foreground. The secluded 
agricultural district tvas exchanged for an energetic 
mai^ufaeturing to’wn, and George Eliot was gaining 
a ne'w^set of experiences, to be turned to account in 
good time. Hitherto her life had been one of intel- 
lectual isolation, though she had been encouraged by 
the sympathy of Miss Lewis. She had aspirations as 
w’cil as reflections, and complains to her Methodist 
aunt that her “besetting sin was ambition — a desire 
in-satiable for the esteem of my fellow-creatures. This 
seems the centre v/hence all my actions proceed.” But 
the powers of which she wtis conscious 'were choked 
in the confined atmosphere where men, as Johnson’s 
friend complained, talked of “ runts,” that is (according 
to Boswell) young cows. Dr. Johnson, replied an 

a 
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to escape from the diffident “ despair” into which she. was 
tempted to sink. Cbrentiy conld hardly be described, i 
imagine, as a Warwickshire Athens, or even Edinburgh ; 
hut at Coventry, as it happened, tltere were some people 
of much wider outlook than could have been expected. 
Charles Bray (1 SI l-l. 'sS-i) wuikS a ribbon manufacturer 
and a man of ettergy and phiiatiihropic aims. He wa^ 
■ a disciple of George Combe the phrenologist, who.se 

Uomiitutvya e/ di/n.'? had .a great inhuence- ax this time, 
though not muc-h recogrri.^ed by the authoritative 
expounders of philosophy. Bray himself in 1^41 

published J/te -vh intetrded to apidy 

Combe’s .scientific prineiples to the regoneratiou of 
society. Like George and Andrew C^jmbe, he syrn- 
pathised with Robert Owen the Socialist, and took a 
'/ special interest in the attempt to n»mid a conmainlty 

at Qiteenwood. Cpon its laihirc he took ;i }sari in 
|I| less ambitious schemes for the iniproveiuent of the 

I I ' working clas.s8s. In Isthl Bray married ( aroiine, 

i ■?* sister of Charles rmd Bra'a HcitneU. The Henneils had 

. been brought up as Unitarirais ; and after bis sisterb 

bj’ . ■ ■ " ^ marriage to Bray, a thoroughgoing sceptic, Charlea 

II ‘ . , Heiinell undertook to examitie the evidenees of Cbris- 

‘ tiahity with a view to meeting his iTOther-indaw’s 
i j ob|ections. The result of the examimdiuii was that he 
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became a sceptic Mmself, and in 1838 published an 
Enquiry micerning the. Origin- Christianity in defence 
of his conclusions. The book is intended to show that 
Christianity' is explicable by purely natural causes. 
A criticism of the Mew Testament narrative leads to 
the conclusion that Jesus was a man of high moral 
genius, who belonged originally to the sect of the 
Essenes, and developed their teaching under the 
influence of the time, Strauss, whose Life of Christ 
had appeared in 1835, procured a translation of 
HehnelFs book into Crerman ; and in a preface says 
that Hemiell, although ignorant of recent German 
criticism, was “on the very track ” -c-hich the Germans 
had entered. , He had, too, the practical insight of an 
Englkh man of business, and solved “ at one spring” 
problems over which the German “flutters wiili 
many learned formula.'’ Hermeli treated the subject 
in the earnest and dignified, tone of the truthseeker ” . 
and, unlike rajicorous assailants of Christianity, derived 
religion, not from priestcraft, but from the essential 
needs of human nature. FTeorge Eliot’s admiration 
foil* the book is shown by an analysis'^ which she wrote 
on the occasion of its s'epublication in 18-5*2, She 
bought a copy soon after going to Coventry, and bad 
read it before she met the Brays. Kingsley mentions 
it as one of the books which Alton Le'icke studied as 
a representative of the ■* intelligeni artisans of the 
period.” liannell’s sister Sara w.as iiLrerestod in ihe 
same questions, and expounded her tlocrrines at length 
in Freseui Ildiyion- as a Faith ou.'Hing Fdknvskij) u'ith 
Thought, it .appeared in three volinue.s in 1SG5, iS73, 
and 1387, and is one of the many uiiempls to present 
^ iliven in i. 76-3S. 
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a philosopMcal theism in consistence with scientific 
. thought by the help, of a, doctrine : of .evolution. . I am 
not .qualified to speak of its pMlosophical... merits on 
■, the strength', of'.a:v,ery.' superficial ■'inspection,^ but" it is 
plain that,'','Miss .Hemiell ' had 'read 'and reflected ■ suffi- 
ciently "'to be .accepted, ,'by George "'Eiiot '„a,s , a valuable 
■ ally ".in the 'Sphere, of ■phi'io's.ophie'al,'' speculation.,^ Her 
decided theism led.' her to criticise Gomte with .a 
hostility which separated her opinions from those of 
; ;> her friend. ■, They co'n tinned, howeveiv.to 'eo.rrespond 
with mutual respect and a'fl'bctiori. ,■ 

The Evanses’ house in 'Cove'iitry \vas next door to 
that occupied by Mrs. Pears, a sister of ]\Ir. Bray, 
An acquaintance with her ncighboiLr Mrs. Pears .soon 
: ripened into friendship, and led in Xoveinber 1841 to 

an introduction to the Brays. A very warm friefidship 
sprang up. Cara aisd Sa.ra (*Mrs. IBray a:i<l Miss 
Heniieli) became as sister,? to George Ihlot, attd Mr. 
Bray her most intimate male friend. Tim alliance 
■' lasted through life, and- produced an important eorre- 
i spondetice. The sneei upon George Eliot’s menial 
development was immediate atid remarkable. The 
little circle at Coventry iuirudiiced her to a new 
world of thought, Tt bceame clea^* that there were 
17 regions of spsculaiion into which her re-spccted gover- 
ness Lewis and her beloved auru. Mrs. Samuel 
Evans had never entered, A letter to l^liss Lewis of 
13tb November 1841 indicate.-; the change wijich had 
come over her, and apparently refci'-i to a recent study 
_ of Heanelih Enepdry. “ 'My whole soul,” she says, “ has 
been engrossed in the most interesting of all inqiune.s 
for the last few days, atid to what result niy thoughts 
will lead I know not — possibly to one that will startle 
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you;, but my only- desire' is' bo know’ tbe triitb, my 
only fear to cling:, to.-error.” Sbe hopes that bheir 
‘•'love will not discompose under the influence of 
separation.” “What a pity,” she say,s..,to the'.., same 
correspondent a few days iateiv ‘‘ that while/ mathe 
mafeics are indubitable,- immutable, and no one ' doubts 
the properties of a triangle or a circle, doctrines in- 
finitely important to man are buried in a charnel heap- 
of : bones, - over which nothing is heard but the barks 
and growls of contention.”-. . The. change of .belief thus 
indicated appeal’s to hare, been: rapid, tbpugh there 

are indications of previous doubts as to her childish 

creed. .By: January 1842 it had led to a refusal to go 
to church, and -a consecjuenfe family, difficulty.: It is 
not surprising that George Eliot should have, folio wed 
a path which was being taken by many contemporaries; 
but something must be said of her special position, 
which was ill many ways characteHsrie. The chief 
light upon her coiiversioii— if...I may use the phrase— 
comes from /another source. George Eliot had been 
introduced to a family named Sibree by her old seliool- 
Kiisfress, Franklin, and came to eniertaiu a high 
regard for several of it-s members.. . The Sibrees were 
of the Evangelical persuasion, ii.soii. Mr. dohn Sibree, 
went to a German university in 1842. and afterwards 
translated HegeTs Fhil..^ophH a fact apparently 

implying that the Era,ys v,-«re nut the (*uiy iuhubiiants of 
Coventry with some taste fur philo5,ophiral siiccrdlation. 
George Eliot rook a fancy to a d.aughler, .Miss Mart' 
Sibree, then a young girl, gave her German le.sson.s, and 
“ talked freely on all subjects, '* without, attempting 
“directly lu unsettle her Evangelical bcUcth,” Miss 
Sibree (afterwards Mrs. Joiin Ca.-Ji) preserved s-oiut* 
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Till she.ieft Griff, George Eliot bad still used the reiigioi 
language of her own circle. But the studies whic 
ha'v'e already : been Eientioned had raised doubt 
Isaac Taylor’s book, which she proposed to ‘"assim 
iat•e.''^was in siAstanee an attemot to show that tin 


■whom Pusey and his friends appealed, were already 
iiii'wortlnr of coiifidenee, -what is to be said of their 
predecessors 1 That was just the line taken by 
IlennelL lie rejects the .srtpernatural explanation ir. 
the case of the first teachers as well as in rlio ease 
of their followers. George EHor's f‘hart already 
implied an interest in eceiesiasticai history which 
might lead to a cri deism of ihe origins as well a's of 
the later development; of the creed. It might be 
noticed, too, that she was making excursions into 
scientific reading — Mrs. Somerville’s funui’/uoi vj t hr 
FhjBkal Sdencf'ir, for example — and wouhl, of course, be 
interested in the bearing of geology I'lpon the 'o.iok of 
I Genesis. But. the purely iniellectual a.'peci of the 
question was i'n a great degree sribordijuUr- to oiher 
co'nsitlerat.ions. She told Mrs. Sibree that she isad 
been shocked by the union of low nu)raniy 'with strong 
religious feeling among the poor, chiedy ^Methodist.'i, 
\ whom she had been in the habit of visltin.g. T,here 
were, it seems, specimens there of thc'-Hcfiy Mdllic’' 
type. They held to the Caivinism exisressed in his 
fa'mous prayer — 




COVENTRY. 




‘0 Thoiij wha in the heavens dost cUvellj 
Wha, as it .pleases best Thysei’, 

Sends am to heaven and ten to hell, 

A’ for Th}" glory, 

And no-’ for onie gnid or ill 

They 've done afore Thee ! ' 


and apparently were capable of following his very 
defective practice. “I do not feeV'''5a.id a woman con- 
victed'of lying, “ that I have grieved the Spirit mncli.” 
“ Calvinism,” George Eliot is reported to have said at 
the time, “'is Christianity, and that granted, it is a 
religion based on pure selfishness,” I need not ask 
whether Christianity can be identified with Calvinism, 
or whether antinomianism or pure egoism be in reality 
a logical deduction from Calvinism, Anyhow, it is 
clear that she might be led to one conclusion. ,8ince 
Mrs. Samuel Evans anrl the lying old woman held 
the .same dogmatic creed, it followed that Sirs. Evans' 
lovely moral nature could not be the product of the 
dogma.s. Other reflections tended to the same result. 
Robert Hail, she .said, had been made unhappy for a 
week by reading }tliss Edgeworth’s Tabs. In them the 
characters led good, useful, and pleasant lives without 
reference to the cares and fears of religion. They 
v/ere, in fact, model ITtilitarians. When George EliiU, 
was asked in later life what influence Inul unsettled her 
orthodoxy, she replied, “ W'alter ScotCs ! Scott has 
generally been credited with a difTerent inriuenoe. 
His romantic tendency was one of the caii.ses, according 
to Xewman, the highest authority on the point, which 
led to the reaction towards the medieval Chttreh. 
George Eliot sympathised with another, and perhaps 
a really deeper, ch.aracter 2 stic of his writings. Scort 
was a man of sympathies wide enough to do justice to 
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many different, types. He Bated' the. ianaticism of the 
Covenanters, and speaks of tiiem in,; his /letters .as 
scarcely human except in outward, form. ' .Yet.lie was 
too good an artist to' yield' to.. his .antipathies } and in 
. ' Old MoHalitif tmd, the Hem-tM MidlothAari has drawn 
the most striking pictures , of .. the iron heroism and 
stern moraiiof of the sect George Eiiot would have 
taken a similar view of , Balfour of Burley and Davie 
Deans. Bat, hi a wider sense, it is obvious that while 
Scott sincerely respect^ religious feelings and sym- 
pathises with r)elie.f, he shows .'ES 'little secta,ria.n ,zeal 'as, 
kshakespeare. The division between good and bad 
does not correspond in his page.s with the division 
bet'ween any one Clnirch and its antagonists. The 
' . ' qualities which he really admires — manliness, patriot- 
ism, uniiinc'hing loyalty, and purity of life — are to be 
found squallj' among Protesluats and Catholics, 
Eoundheads and Cs^uIiers. The wide sympathy 
* which sees good and bad on all sides makes it diiiicult 
; to acce])t any ^'erslon ot tne doerrine wir.cu supposes 
; .salvation to be associated with the acceptance of a 
dog.ma. That clearly was George Eliot's frame of 
mind. She would not directly attack her young friend's 
Evangelicism, but she smiled in tim kindest ’\vay at 
tyf’ the doctrine that thi.'re could bo no true 3ooraliy\' 
without it. ’"The great le.s.son of life,” .she said, “is 
tpleranctg’" and a width of sU’mpatliv was perhaps her 
most cliaraetcristic (fuality. Her revolt from orthodox 
views was therefore unaccompanied by ibe bitterness 
which often accompanies the emancipation from the 
; s'trictness of a sectarian tyranny. She cuniinued to 

revere her aunt ; only she had made up her mind that 
tha.beauty of character was in no sense the product of 
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the creed. , Nor, on hand, had it produced 

the immoralitv of coarse hypocrites. Taken literally 
and seriously,, the dogmas might tend to suppress and 
trammol the emotional nature ; but, in point of fa-ct, 
beautiful souls manage to turn even their creeds to 
eaccount by an unconscious logical artifice which leaves 
the dark side out of sight and dwells upon the- higher 
and gentler aspirations embodied. , 

Her iirst recognition of a change of creed engen- 
dered a passing aggressiveness. A Baptist minister 
vras induced by Miss Franklin to attempt a recovery 
of the lost sheep. *'* That yoiiiig lady/i he. said, 
‘'must have had the devil at her elbow to suggest 
doubts, for there was not, a book that I recom- 
mended to her in support of Chidstiaii ,evide,nees" that 
she had not read,’’ The phrase is a little ambiguous, 
and may he taken to attribute the books on the 
evidences to the devil’s sirggestion. 1 have attended 
the University sermon for forty years,” said a well- 
known Squire Bedell, “and I thank God that I am 
still a Christian.” An unconvincing refutation is apt 
to T>e irritating, and for a time George Eliot was 
stimtilated to the combative mood. Her father 
■was a churchman of the old school.” His religious 
notions partook of those ascribed in the Mill on 
the Flogi to hlr. Tulliver and thfi Dodsons. They, 
wc are told, hud the strongest rGspoefc lor Vviiat- 
ever wa.s customary, including an acceptance of 
the rites of the E-staldished Church: though their 
theory of life ” had “ the very slightest tincture of 
theology.” 2dr. Evans was so much annoyed by 
his daughter’s abandonment of cburchgoing, that he 
^ resolved to give up the house at Coventry and to 
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Charles Hennell. Dr. Brabant was a personal friend 
of Strauss, and his daughter had iindei'taken a traiis- 
la,tion of Smuss’s Xf/h of Jesus^ ioT whioh funds were 
provided by Joseph Parkes (well known as a Eadical 
politician) and others, 'Before her marriage she gave 
up the task, which was transferred to Ceorge Eliot in 
January IBl-l. For the next two years George Eliot’s 
energies wore absorbed in this task. Translatiiig in 
general is not very exhilarating work, nor Strauss's boolc 
specially exhilarating to translate. Before the book 
■^vas finished she was often depressed, and towards the 
end thoroughly bored. She was encouraged by Sara 
Hennell when she had ceased to ** sit down to Strauss 
with an}’’ reli.sh,” and "was longing for proof sheets to con- 
vince her that her “ soul-stupefying labour ' ’ v’-ould not 
bo thro'^in). away. She worked, hovrever, in the most 
conscientious way, and finally achieved an admirable 
and wnrkmaiiliko translatioji. Dull as ihc labour was, 
the continual effort at accurate reproduction was pro- 
bably ol .some use to her English style, IVhethcr her 
father knew’ of her employment, or thought that her 
cliujcbgoing made amends f(.)r her share in propagat- 
ing seepricism, is not recorded. She .seems from her 
letters to have accepted Strauss's ger-eral position, 
though now' and then she had qualms. She say.s, 
writes Mrs, Bray in 1846, that ‘‘she is Strnuss-sic-k : 
it' makes her ill dissecting the bc.autiful story of the 
Crucifixion, and only the sight of tlie Christ imago " {a 
statuette after Thorwaldsen in lier study) “and 
picture inado her endure it.’^ To ot'hens tlui image 
might perhaps have suggesied rather remonstrance 
'than encouragement. The book appeared, without 
the translator’s name, in June 1846. 
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Her father’s health was now beginning’ to brealc, 
and her time was much occupied for the next three 
years by her devoted care of him. She did all 
the nursing herself, and is reported to have done it 
admirably. In the later part of the time she found 
some distraction in beginning a translation of Spinoza’s 
Tractaius Tlit-ologico-PolUicus. Her letters give a few 
indications of her thoughts upon the outward events 
of an exciting time. She sympathised wai’inly with the 
French Revolution of 1848, and admired Lamartine and 
Tjouis Blanc. She shows, however, some misgiving, and 
is depressed liy the contrast between French enthusiasts 
and their English sympathisers. Englishmen have a 
much larger jjroportiou of “ selfish radicalism and un- 
satisfied Iji'Utc sensuality than of perception or desire 
of justice ” ; and a revolution here %vould be simply 
de-struetive. A little later sho is made melaiioholy 
by the tone of the. newspapers about Louis Biaiic : 
“The day will come when there will he a temple of 
white marble, wliere .sweet incense atu'i antlieni.s shall 
ri.se. to the meraovy of every man and woman who ha.s 
had*. . . .a clear vision of the time when this miserable 
reign of Mammon shall end.” She has, she say.s, been 
■wrought itiio fury “by the loathsome fawning, the 
r.ransp.‘ircnt hypocri.sy, the systematic gi^'ii^g rrs little 
possible for as much as possible, that one meets with here 
at every turn. I feel that society is training men and 
women for hell.” In this high- wrought and pessimistic 
frame of mind she s2)eaks "with remarkable enthusiasn7 
of Rousseau and George Sand. Sx>ite of all that may 
lie .said against him, Rousseau’s genius .has “.sent thal; 
electric thriU through my intellectual and moral frame 
which has wakernnl me to ne'sv perceptioiis, which has 
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made man and nature a fresh ^vorlcl of thought and 
feeling to me ; and this not ]>y teaching me any now 
belief,” The “rushing mighty wind of his inspiration 
has so quickened my faculties that I have been able to 
shape more definitely for myself ideas which had 
previously dwelt as dim Ahvuniicn in my soul.” George 
Sand has a similar power. “ It is sufiieienr for me as 
a reason for bowing before her in eternal gratitude to 
that ‘great power of God munife.sted in her' that I 
cannot, read six pages of her.s without feeling that it is 
given to her to delineate human passion and its results, 
and (I must say, in spite of your judgment) some of 
the moral instincts and 'their tendencies, with such 
truthfulness, such nicety of discrimination, such tragic 
(P'-r" .power, and withal such lo\'ing gentle humour, that 
one might live a century with nothing but one’s own 
dull faculties and not know so much as tho.se six pages 
will suggest.” She acids that she has just acquired a 
“most delightful” De Jmiiafionc Chri<fi, with quaint 
woodcuts — a hook which affected Maggie ’J’ulliver in 
the same wav. “ it makes one long to be a saint for a 
few months. Verily, its piety has its foundations in 
the depth of the dumb human .soul” One may note, 
too, in pas.sing, lier delight iii Sir Ckadtn irnuidi^m. 
il ^“The xnurality,” she says, “is perfect — there is nothing 
Ifor the new lights to correct,” During this perio<l she 
Imust have been accumulating the experience to be 
turned to account in Mid dk march . It is curious tt> 
contrast the tone of that book ■with the passioiKUe 
enthU3ia.sm for such prophets of senlimentalism as 
■ liichardson, Eousseau, or George .Sand. Dut ni this. 

■ I must speak hereafter. 

She was meanwhile soothing her father ^ last hours 
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of conseiousness by reading the Wiirerley novels. He 
died on the 31st May 1849. ‘‘What sh^^^^ I he -vnfch' 
out Mm r’ she aslcs. ‘‘ It will seem as if a part of my 
moral nature were gone.” Soon afterwards she joitied 
the Brays in a visit to the continent. They went 
through France to the North pf Italy, and returned by 
Switzerland, where she remained at Geneva. There 
she stayed from July till March 1850, recovering 
strength and spirits after the long strain caused by 
her father’s illness. For the greater part of the time 
she was living with M. and Mme. D’AIbert, to both 
of whom she became strongly attached. M, D’AIbert 
was a man of artistic tastes, and became Conservateur of 
the Athcmee — the National Gallery of Geneva. He 
afterwards translated several of George Eliot’s novels j 
and the friendship lasted till the end of her life. A 
fortnight after coming to stay with them, George Eliot 
says that Mme. D’AIbert mahes a spoilt child of her, 
and that she already loves M. D’AIhert as “if he were 
father and brother both. It is so delightful to get 
among people who exhibit no meannesses, no worldli- 
nesses, that one may well be enthusiastic.” In fact, 
she had fortunately fallen into a thoroughly congenial 
circle; and her characteristic craving for affection had 
been satisfied by worthy objects. She admired the 
■iheauties of Geneva, had a little quiet and refined 
"society, and left Spinoza’s Tractatm on the .shelf. She 
attended certain lectures of Professor De la Five on 
“Experimental Physics,” which W'e wdll hope were 
cheering, but otherwise resigned herself to judicious 
relaxaLion, She found, in fact, that Geneva was in 
itself superior to Co>'entry, though there were some 
people at Coventry “better than lake, trees, and 



GEORGE ELIOT. 


momitains.” But for them, she would think with a 
shudder of returning to England. “ It looks to me 
like li land of gloonv of hut in the 

midst :Of ' all this it is the land of dutj' and affection j 
and the onlj ardent liope I have for nij?' future life is 
to have given to me some woman’s duty, some possi- 
bility of deToting myself where I may see a daily result 
of pure calm blessedness in the life of another.” 

The phrase is significant. She was now thirty years 
old, and her outlook was sufficiently vague. She had 
grown to her full intellectual stature. She had read 
widely and intelligently; and if she had not devoted 
heivself to any special line of incpiry, she wa.s becoming 
familiar with the world of ideas which were ignored 
ill the early domestic circle. So far, however, there 
is no appearance of any intention to take up original 
work. “"We fancy,” says Mns. Bruy in 1816, that 
“she must be writing her novel” — apparently, because 
she “is looking very brilliant just now.” But the 
“noycr’ appears Jp be merely conjectnral, and her 
labours upon Strau.'js had nut sugg-c.-^ied a possibility 
of her taking up an independent part in .such' in- 
quiries. Her ^diffidence would sugge.se rightly or 
wrongly th.at she wa.s not tpudiiied to coturibnte to 
philosophical or critical literature. Slic wa.'^ thereffjrc 
at a loss to find any channel for the store of in- 
tellectual energy alremiy enriched by nuich e.Kpcricncc 
and refieetion. A. poem, written some years later, 
suggests a state of mind which may ilimstrate her 
po.sitioti at this period. She describes a “ Minor 
Prophet,” a gentleman of Puritan descent who has 
taken up new ideas with the old dogmatic eonfiilcTicc. 
He is a phrenologist and a vegetarian, ratccesicd in 
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research,” aufi fully expecting a regenera- 
tion of the wnrhl by the aflojition of scientific in- 
ventioiui and the elimination of “faulty human types.*’ 
She. smiles sadly at the prospect, and feels “short- 
sighted pity” for the coming man ndio 


■‘Will not ktunv li.ilftlip clciir iiupeiTect things 
That more my smiles and tears— ivill nercr knoxv 
The fine old iucongrui ties that raise 
My friendly laugh ; the innocent conceits 
That, like a needless cj^eglass or black patch, 

Gire those ivho wear them harmless happiness ; 
The tj-vvists and CTa('k.s in our poor earthenirare 
That touch me to more eonscioirs fellowship 
([ am not myself the finest Parian) 

With my coevals.” 


')She goes on to explain that she is anything but 
indifferent to hopes for another future — 

“The earth yields nothing more divine 
Than high prophetic vision — than the seer 
Who, fasting from maifis meaner joy, beholds 
The paths of beauteous order and oonstruct.s 
^ A fairer type, to shame our low content. 

But prophecy is like potential sound 
Which turned to music seems a voice sublime 
From out the soul of light, but turns to noise 
In scrannel pipes and make.s all oars a.verse.” 


She is, she 'would seem to intimate, distracted between 
the x)<ast .and., the. present ; between the old-fashioned 
GriiF and the society of the squires and fanners, 
narj'ow and stupid, but somehow picturesque, cordial, 
and humorous and the pragmatical tireso'me preacher 
of seieiitific or quasi-scicntific “fads,” who is as un- 
deniably right in his aspirations as he is intolerably 
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prf-saic and harsh in his jiidgnicni. of lu's proclceessors. 
'^ovr ?ilr. Bra-y clearly did not. sinnd for the minor 
proplieh Oeorge Eliot was far toc^ hival to her 
friends not to he a little blind to their dofecL-i; ; and 
Bray a man of real sense and rdoilit}'. Yet tlic 
‘'minor prophet” ^vas a kind of inferior Brny, and. 
among his disciples and colleagues there, •were plenty 
of people wlio showed the ugly side scientific 
arrogance, and the readiness to suhtpfibule a time upon 
“scrannel pipes” for the pathetic if ini])erfecfc music 
of the older creeds. Creorge Elint desired to syni- 
pathfso with these leaders of progress, hut coiitempt for 
tlie past jarred most painfully upon her feelings, and 
seemed treasonable to the best human afTcctions. The 
intensely tender and sensitive nature which prompted 
*hcr .longing for some “woman’s inission ” made her- 
shrink from too close an alliance u'ith the ioonoelasts 
who would indiscriminately condemn things sfUTcd to 
her incinorr. 
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CHAPTER, ill. 

THE WESTMINSTEK REVIEW. 

IJroN' her return from Geiieva, George Eliot hncl gonci 
to the Brfiytj, with whom .slie stayed for some months. 
A turning-poijit in her life was noiv to occur. The 
Wadmimter licuiew^ started originally hy the Bcn- 
thamitc.s in their most hopeful days, was izi its iioniial 
state of insufficient circulation. J. S. Mill had given 
it up when the decline of the “philosophical radicals ” 
made the management of their organ a thankless task. 
Since his day it had been in the hands of Mr. Hickson. 
It was now to be tz-ansferred to Mi’. Chapman, who 
hoped to make it azz adequate oi’gan for the best 
libcz'ai thought of the day. He paid a visit to the 
Bsays in October 1850 with .Robert William Macbi}^ 
an amiable and accomplished man whoso chief work. 
The Progress of the I-ntelkd^ h.ad just appeared. George 
Eliot wi’ote a sympathetic revievv of this book for the 
IVedminder Pevim. Her article was in the number 
for Januaiy 1851, and wm-.s the first ^vriting in which 
she attempted an 3 'thing more ambitious than trans- 
lation. !Macka 3 ’’s aim, as she dciines it, was to show 
that “divine revelation” is not to be found ex- 
clusively in the records of any one iitztion, “but is 
coextensive with the history of human devclopmient,” 
A. phi'ase about the “inexorable law of consc(p;.icnce.s " 

33 



40 


i’EORO.E ELK^r. 


[C'HA i\ 


(■i’hov.'i lhal Jiho ’.Viu; .still ;i of Bray.tvhu praises 

her for illustrating that ■‘lavr" in her iiovok. She 
.seems, too, to hare aceepLed the phrenology td Combe 
and Bray, as is shown by occasional references to the 
'Ciutcrior lobe.-?” of .-uch great un?u as Ibt;kcu.‘; amt 
rrofes.sor Owen, rhoni .she \ras pj’esenijy to sec. 
Chapman finally bought the //"fttbiiw/s/rr, and arranged 
that George Eliot .'rlinidd ].iecome ii.-isistant editor. She 
took up her ebuie.'- iti Sepiondier i8oi. aiid boarded 
with the Chapmans at their house in the Strand. 
Her wide knowledge of foreign and Engli.sh literaiiiro, 
her indrt.=^tr\' and wiliiiigut?,',--. lo perform any kind of 
dtrudgery. were :ulmirable. pmdirieat'iouh for the post. 
It might' be doubioi.i velmdu*'- a yotittg lady who bafl 
hitherto lived only iis tlie ])roviuei-s, ami had bad nu 
e.oncern in ];enodieal littiratitre, would po.'^Kess an in- 
si liiet- for tl'c qualirie.s wiiieh .soeure j.'Ojvrdar ?ait‘cc,se. 
That, iio'Ain-su'. would be uudidy a (jru>.sLion for the 
idiitor-iu-elrlef, and tlio bS,-.'?,'or .*•' endea-vourecl t(! 
make it.n way l>y enlisting conirilmtors already di.s* 
tiuguished or soon lo win disiiiietiom The list of 
per.soiis trho were more orle.s.s intere.siod in the um.bf-r- 
lakitig is remarkable, and in one way or otluu’ George 
Eliot .saw soraetlihtg of ruo.st of the writers wlio have 
left their ntark upon the. time. Home of liie lights 
have paled. She is iutrodnt ed in ihe ilauglu*.! of she 
IleUffhn of it)e and jierliapfs few readers will 

be aide to ,-,ay offhand that the p]n'a''.e me.-uis the. 
Tcligiors of 'Mr. .Robert .Frllowcs. But in many case^ 
we regret that her Icfcicrs, writLcn hasiily in !.hc 
interval.^ of continuous labour, give u? only tan- 
talising glirap.-^os. The |)h\losophical rmliwls had 
ceased to be efficient contribiuor.-:-, J. S. Idill, wbo.^e 
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position had b(3eri established by tlic Zof/io and the 
ZolUkal Econoniu^ was at this time much of a j'ticluse. 
He was, however, ” propitiated ” by Grotc, who was 
“veiy friendly,” and he contributed one article (upon 
Whewelltg Moral Philosophy) of which the sub-editor 
did not think highly. Mill’.s early friend, William 
Ellis, of whose “apostolical labour” in trying to get 
Political Economy taught in primary schools he .spoke 
enthusiastically, "was personally kind, but does not 
appear to have contributed. Carlyle, who had just 
piihlishcd The Life of Sterling^ and beginning to plunge 
into Frederich, wa.s invited to denounce the peerage. 
“Insinuating letter.s,” oiiering “throe other most 
glorious .subjects,’'’ failed to bring him down, but he 
called and -strongly, tliough fruitlessly, recommended 
“Browning the poet,” With Fronde, then just be- 
coming a disciple of the prophet, she was more for- 
tunate. She had greatly admired the Nemesis (f Faifh^ 
and written a notice of it for the Coveninj Herald. A 
personal accpaaintance had followed; and but for his 
marriage at the time, .Fi’oude would have joined the 
Brays in their tiip with her to Geneva. He now 
contributed a striking article upon the Book of dol'>, 
and after3vard.s wrote upon Spinoza. 'J’hc number in 
which the “Job” appeared ineliidell cont5'ibutions from 
Theodore Parker and Harriet hlartineau. Miss 
Martineau attracted her by kindness and cordiality, 
and was an eiTeetivc contributor. To James Martincau 
there are admiring references, though he generally 
wrote in other organs. Francis Newman, whom she 
had already called “our blessed St. Francis”; 
W. Ik Greg, ■\3'.hosc Creed of Christendom, had produced 
a marked elTeet; W. J. Fox, the veteran radical 
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author and orator; and W. E, Forster, who wrote 
an article greatly approved hy her upon American 
l^Iavery, are other names i ncideiit-ally mentioned. 
Alaz^ini wrote an article, pronoimced by G-reg to be 
“sad stulh” The most important contrilultor, how~ 
ever, appears to have been Mr. Herbert vSpencer. His 
article upon the “Universal Postulate ” made a special 
impression. He had just brought out his Soeial fSiaiics, 
pronounced, as she had heard, by G. H. Lewes to be 
the “best book on the subject.” They rapidly became 
friends, and she declares him to be “a good, delightful 
creature.” She “always feels better for being with 
him.” By Mr. Herbert Spencer she was introduced 
towards the end of 1851 to George Henry Lewes, of 
wliom.inore must he said <lireetly. 

Meanwhile it may be remarked that she was thu.s 
becoming more or ie.ss familiar with nearly all the 
eminent writers who, in one sense or other, were on 
the side V.)f intellectual advance. Tliey differed widely 
enough from each other, and there could hardly be a 
more fundamental contra.st than that }>etween Carlyle 
and Mr. Ilex'hert Spencer. It was as well thab* she 
should learn that the Brays and Hennclls, however 
excellent in their -way, did not represent the onlj* line 
of thought. She had, indeed, read too wirlely to bo 
kept within the pri.son hou.se of a single .-a-ct. One 
point may be noticed in passing, as it had a marked 
influence upon her later views. The philosophy of 
Comte was at this time attracting notice England. 
Mill had boon for a time a warm per.'^onal di.sciple, and 
had spoken of him ivith great respect in the £x>gic ; IMiss 
Martineau was compiling an abridgment of his work ; 
and G. H, Lewes had written as an adherent of his 
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doctrine, George Eliot was interested; and in later 
life droiv" nearer to the Positivist than to any other 
school. Her editorial w'ork seoins to luive been ab- 
sorbing and often dispiriting. It was too much like 
flogging a dead Iioj'se. The public declined to care 
for the admirable articles addressed to them, and 
showmd no very keen hankering for sound philosophy. 
She had to plod through much ponderous manuscript 
on arid topics. Her hands, .she complain, s, are ‘‘ hot 
and tremulous,” while there Ls a “great dreary article ” 
by her side asking for reading and abridgment. One 
day she has to read a review' article upon taxation, 
to collate it with new.spaper articles, and consider all 
that J. S. l\fill say.s on the subject. Then Hr. Chaj)- 
man produces a thick German volume, of which she is 
to read enough to form an opinion. Mr. Lewes calls, 
and “ of course sits talking till the second bell rings,” 
and at 1 1 p.m. she is still puzzling over taxation. Letters 
and callers and meetings of Associations distract her, 
and she is glad to fly for occasional relief to her friends 
at Coventry, In addition to her regular w*ork she is 
translating Ludwdg Feuerhach’s Esscnr.e of OhrisUmiUiR 
which appeared as hy “Marian Evans” (the only time 
her real name was^^ used); in ;Juiy; 1854. Feuerbach 
had developed Hegelianism into naturalism, and the 
translation apparently implies an extension of George 
Eliot’s anti- theological tendencies. Another book by 
her on the Idea of a Future Lfe was advertised, but 
never appeared. She complains of headaches and 
rheumatism ; and one is not surpri.scd that by the end. 
of 1853 she is becoming tired of it, and is giving notice 
of resignation to Mr. Chapman. She was living alone 
. in lodgings, snatching brief holidays to be spent with 



the Br.w. ami,, we may guess, feeling the w;«\t uf the 
domestic circle/ which, .even when 3iofc intolleetually 
sympathetic, had satisfied her cra,ving for ailectiou. 

Cenrge Henry Lewes, horn in 1 r, if not the pro- 
" ff.-undcst rcasoner, was certainly one of the most 
brilliant ui the literary celebrities of the time. lie 
was i.hc grandsou. of .a second-rate actor, and had had a 
r cry desultory education. The dates and facts .soern 
to he rather confused. He hacl, it is said, passed 
r, through several schools, had then been a clerk in a 
morcha-nt.'s office, and for some, time a medical Rtudent : 
he had spent some years in France and Germany, and 
almo^^t forgotten the use- of his mother toitguc. On 
remrning to England he hiul h-r a time gone upon the 
y" ' stage; at the age of twenty he had given leoiuresupon 
philosophy at the chapel of W, J. Fox; and he had 
finally settled down to write hooks and iU’r.icics on the 
most various topics. He bad nxit-um a play and a 
couple of novels, one of which, hW-', J>hi.ih’ke, tnui ]loh%^ 
■ ' 'made something of a mark. He hail wriuen articles 
trpon French and (4erman philosophy and literature ; 
di.wourscd upon thcGi’cek, lypanish, ;uid Italiaudrifinn ; 
and criticised Browning, Tenny.son, and 'Macaulay. 
Ills Biographical Muh’ap rhib?‘ij:JnL yrhkh appeared 
' in 18 id and 1846, showed that in frjviic of all di.i-traeting 
interests he thonght himsfii ouaHiied fo expound 
uliimate truths. I^earned pi'ofe.^.-^oi's who, like Fhr 
William Hamilton, had spent lives upon abstruse 
metaphysical treatises, might Jespim the audacity 
of the young man who entered the arena with so 
r slender an apparatus of learning. The Itrightness and 

vivacity .of the book, however, and the ha-ppy intro- 
■■ duotion of, the biographical element, roused the interest 
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of ori.linaiy readers, and perhaps persuaded some of 
them that much, of the mystery in which the more 
ponderous philosophers wrajjped themselves could be 
dispelled by a little common sense. The preface, 
indeed, announced that “philosophy’’ had had its day, 
and was to be superseded by Comte’s Positivism. 
Lewes afterwards wrote the Life of Goethe, which 
though ardent Goethe worshippers may pronounce 
it to show a want of sympathy for some aspects of the 
hero, is singularly interesting and well written, and 
deserved the success which has made it a , standard 
work in biography. He afterwards took to physiology, 
and after producing some popular books, ajjproved, it 
is said, by “ scientific bigwigs,” proceeded to show the 
philosophical bearing of his studies in his JProhlems of 
Life, and il/wid. This was left as a fi’agmeiit at his death . 

I need only say .here that whatever their value, his 
later unfitings show the old alertness and keennes.s of 
intellect and his continued interest in the philosophical 
disquisitions to which, spite of all distractions, he was 
constantly recurring. 

Af this time Lowes was literary editor of the 
Lfcuhr, a weekly paper representing the sanie ten- 
tlencies as the IFestminsier. He was publishing a 
series of articles upon Comte, to whom he had been 
persoTially introduced by J. S. Mill, He was what 
1.5 generally called a Bqhemiiui, though always with 
a serious ambition. He could converse ably upon all 
such matters as interested literary and jonrnalistic 
ciiTle.s in Jjondoii, and his wude knowledge of con- 
lineiital writers gave him an authority in some matters 
not shared by many English contemporaries. He was 
a brilliant calker, fully able to turn his knowledge to 
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account. His coriveraatioii abounded in lively 
anecdotes, told with infinite zest; he was thoroughly 
genial, and ready at good-humoured I'cp.artce ; and he 
was not hampered by any excessive reverence for con- 
ventional proprieties. He was of slight figure, ainl, 
according to Douglas tierrold, the “ ugliest man in 
London.'' It would be pre.sumptuous to express any 
opinion upon the justice of so sweeping an observation. 
But if not beautifnl, he 'was a man to forget, and to 
induce companion, s to forget, any .such defects. Ho 
Inid bright eyes and a fine brow, aiid the -^vhole face 
and bearing was full of inttdligence. A social gather- 
ing must have consisted of very ponde-rous interests 
if it could not be .stiri'edi into animation by a man with 
so much more qiiiclc, silver in his composition than falls 
to the lot of the average Briton. Koltody, one might 
gues.s, was more likely to dazzle the grave yonng 
lady, p.rofoiin(.riy interested in pbiloscjphy, and anxious 
to get the newest lights in spocuhitiofi, tlian this 
daring and brilliant writer, who knew all that was 
being done in .France asnl Merinany, and cunld talk 
witli equal contidence ‘upon Comic .‘U'ld Hegel, or'^upon 
the last new play or oniri>rio in .la'ojdon. She waj 
apparently rather repelled ly his leviiy at first ; bur 
after a time says that he has '-tsuiU' 'wou her liking 
in apito of herself. He lias had a gouil deal of her 
vituperation j but, 'Hike a few otlnu' people in the 
world, he is much better than lie seems-— .-t man of 
heart and coriscionce. wearing a mask of liippnncy.'’ 

Lewes had married in 1840; and for some t-imo later 
lived ia the same house w^ith Thornton Himt, who 
had edited the Lf-iubi' in cu -operation with him. itfr-;. 
Lewes had already borne children to her husband. 
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Circumstances arose whicli, though Lewes's view of 
the maiTiage tie were any thing hut strict, had led 
some two years previously to a break-up of the 
family. A legal divorce was impossible; but George 
Eliot held that the circumstances justified her in 
forming a union with Lewes, which she considered 
as equivalent to a legitimate marriage. I have not, 
and I suppose that no one now has, the knowledge 
which would be necessary for giving an opinion 
as to the proper distribution of praise and blame 
among the various parties concerned, nor shall I 
argue the ethical question raised by George Eliot’s 
conduct. It may be -a pretty problem for casuists 
whether the breach of an assumed moral law is aggra- 
vated or extenuated by the offender’s honest conviction 
that the lav/ is not moral at all. . ^George Eliot at any 
rate emphatically took that ; position. She had long 
protested against the absolute indissolubility of 
marriage. She thought, we are told, that the system 
worked badly, because wives were less anxious to please 
their husbands when their position was “invulnerable.” 
She lield, wdth Milton, that so close ,a tie between 
persons not united in soul was intolerable. “All self- 
sacrifice is good,” she had said upon reading Jam Eyre 
in 1848, “but one would like it to be in a somewhat 
nohlei’ cause than that of a diabolical law which chains 
a man body and soul to a putrefying carcase.” Mrs. 
Lewes was not so ])ad as Mrs. liochestor, but the 
hardship was sufficient to justify an exception to the 
ordinary rule. Writing a few months after the union, 
she says that she cannot understand ho'sv any un- 
%vorldly unsuperstitious person, who is sufliinently 
“ acquainted with the realities of life,” can pronounce 
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lier relation to Lewes ^‘innnorfiL'" Nothing in her 
life, she deciaresj has been move ‘'profomidly serious,” 
which means, it seems, that she does not approve 
‘‘light and easily . broken tie-s.” In her writings, 
indeed, her tendency is to insist upon the sanctity of 
the traditional bonds, which, whatever their origin, 
are essential to social welfare, and so far she agrees on 
this, as on many points, with her friends the Positivists. 
C'Omte, though he admired the Catholic doctrine of 
the indissolubility of maTriage, discovered the necessity 
for making an exception which happened to cover his 
own case. George .Eliot, it seems, who had never 
accepted the strictest doctrine, was more consistent. 
No one can deny that the relation to Lewes was 
“serious” enough in her sense. It lasted through 
fcheir common lives, and their devotion to each other 
was unlimited, and appears onl}’- to have strengthened 
with time. She never mi.sses an opportunity of ex- 
pressing her affection for her “liushaud,” or her 
gratitude for the blessings due to his devotion. Lewes 
expressed his feeling with equal empha.sis. In a 
journal of 1859 he speaks of a walk with Mr. Ilei'bert 
Spencer. Mr. Spencer's friendship liad been the 
lu'ightesi. ray in a very dreaiy “ wasted period of my 
life”; it had roused him iiom indiHerence. to fresh 
intellectual interest; Inu, he adtls, “I owe Spencer 
another and a deeper debt. It was through him 
that I learned to know Marian — tti know her was to 
love her — and since then my life has betm a now 
birth. To her I owe all my prosperitt’ and all my 
happiness. God bless her!” i.*ewes, like tilhor men 
. of. his buoyant temperament, was well enough satisfied 
with himself ; butlus vanity was made inoflensi^ e by 
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lijs geiicrositij. He recognised all talent gladly j and 
the recognition in the case of George Eliot rose to 
enthusiastic devotion. He looked up to her as in her 
own field an entirely superior being, in the front rank 
of contemjjorary genius. Their house became a temple 
of a domestic worship, in which he was content to be 
the high priest of the presiding deity. He stood as 
much as possible between her and all the worries of 
the outside world. He transacted her business, U’rotc 
her letters, kept her from the knowledge of unpleasant 
criticism, read all her books with her as they were 
composed, made suggestions and occasional criticisms ; 
but, above all, encouraged her bj’’ hearty and sincere 
praise during the fits of depression to which she was 
constitutionally liable. She gave him the manuscripts 
of her books with inscriptions recording her gratitude, 
and the inscription in liomola may sum up her per- 
manent sentiment : “To the Husband, whose perfect ; 
love has been the best source of her insight and j 
strength, this manuscript is given by his devoted wife, | 
the writer,” 

Th^ Lewescs left England together in July 1854 and 
went to Weimar, where he worked upon the Life of 
Goethe. In November they went to Berlin, and re- 
turned to England in March 1855. They saw a good 
many distinguished Germans, only one of whom 
“seemed conscious of his countrymen’s deficiencies.” 
They were, however, kindly received, and George 
Eliot’s intellectual horizon was no doubt widened 
by intercourse with Eauch the sculptor, Liszt the 
musician, Liebig the chemist, Varnhagen von Eiisc, 
and others well known in A arious departments. She 
worked at a translation of Spinoza’s ElhicSs w'hich was 
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never pul.-ili-slicd, tiioiigli mneli of it secnie to bru'c 
been completed. Chi rcacliiiig England tliey settled 
for a tiriic at Eichmond. and had to take serioush^ to 
writing. Lovres had to siipport hi.-i ivifeh children, 
and botli lind to depend upon their pens. Lewes was 
hringiiig out lu.s Lijr- of GoetJn: George Eliot con- 
tinued her labours upon Spinoza, and contributed articles 
to the JFc-.<imi)iskr and other periodicals. She wrote 
upon Heine, Young of the jSlffhi Thoufthls, Margaret 
Fuller, and Mary TroIIstonecrafls and upon Dr. 
Camming, who in those days was interpreting the 
Apocalyp;-c a'ld thrilling simple readers In’ a prospect of 
ihe a-pproaching battle of Irmageddon. Her remarks 
upon Gumming — rather nuall game, it must lie ad- 
mitted, for BUch ail adversary — had one result. They 
conidnced Lcwt'.s that she jjossessed not only great 
talent, but true gmiiu.-?. In 1S56 the Leweses made 
some stay at Ilfracombe and Tenby, wliere Lewes was 
seeking materials for hia Sefi-siik. S^i/divc. L’pon tbeir 
return to Eichmond in September, George Eliot at la.st 
took up the irork by which .she wii» to become famous.. 


CHAPTER IV. 

SCENES OF cmmCAL LIFE. ■ 

Hitherto George Eliotj who ■was iio-\v thirty-six, had 
confined herself to comparatively humble 'n*ork. iSLe 
was at home in the upper spliere of philosophy and 
the historical criticism of religion ; but she was content 
to be an expositor of the views of independent thinkers. 
She had spent years of toil upon translating vStrauss, 
Feuerbach, and Spinoza j and was fully competent to 
be in intellectual communion with her friends Charles 
Bray and Mr. Herbert Spencer. It does not appear, 
however, that she ever aspired to malco original 
contributions to speculative thought. The cfiect of 
her philosophical .studies upon her imaginative work 
was® ^■cry marked ; Imt she was not to be the first 
^ example of a female metapliysiciau of high rank. She - 
: was only to be the first female novelist whose iuvSjnra-' 
tion caino in a great degree from a philo-sophical creed. - 
I have already spoken of the apparently sio'w dcvciop- 
pjcnt of the purely artistic impulse. Most women at. 
the present day begin, I believe, to write novels in 
their teens. Miris Btivney made herself famous at the 
age of twenty-five by .Evelina, w’ritton some rears 
previously, IMiss Bronte had already finished her 
brilliant career before G-eorge Eliot had begun to 
write. The most famous of her predecessors, Miss 
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Ausfcen, had written stories in her childhood, though 
her first novels Sciisc iviul Scnsihilifi/, did not a2ipear till 
she was ihirly-iive. Miss Edgeworth published her 
first novel; Gaatlr- liaclcrcni, at the age of thirty-throe ; 
and Miss Ferricr her Murrutgo at the ago of thirty- 
five. Mrs. GaskelFs (George Eliot’s senior by ten 
years) first novel, Mwnj Barfoji, apjjeared when the 
author was thirty-eight. ’'J'hcse precedents may 2)or- 
haps suggest that women ^vho have the gift have 
' been often kept back by the feminine virtue of 
dhhdence. Of that virtue, if it be a virtue, George 
Eliot Undoubtedly posse-ssed a large share, and the 
circumstances of her youth fostered the tendency. 
Her reverence for her intellectual guides, \vho were 
not much given to novel-reading and writing, would 
act. in the same direction, Mr. Herbert Sijencer’s 
philosophy may be admirable in its own sphere, but 
is not of itself likel}’ to stimulate an interest rin 
purely imaginative work. It almost seems as if 
George Eliot would never hare written a novel at 
fdl had it not been for the quick perception of -Lewes. 
In their circumsLance?, too, there '^vere sound utilitiffian 
reasons for trying an cxpcrimenL in the direction of 
the most ^trofiiabie variety of literature. 

George Eliot iudee«l had alwat's cherished a ‘‘vague 
dream” that some time or other .she might write a 
novel, fdhe had as yet got no further than an ‘•'inifO" 
ductory chapter ” descriptive of life iu a JStafibitishiro 
village and the neighbouring farmhouses. Lhe dream 
y- had died away, Rhe bccaino do.-^i'ondem, of c.uceess iu 
that, m in other undertakings- Rim thought that, 
though she could de-scribc, she had no dramatic or 
construetiYe, power. She hajipened, however, to have 
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the old fragment with her in C4ermany, and read it to 
Lewes one evening at Berlin. He shared her doubts 
as to the dramatic power; but the ability shown in 
her other articles led him to think the experiment of 
novel- writing worth trying. One day, in a dreamy 
mood, she fancied herself writing a story to be called 
‘‘The Sad Fortunes of the Eev. Amos Barton.” Lewes 
was struck by the title, and encouraged her to make 
a start. “ You have wit, description, and philosophy,” 
he would say ; “ those go a good way towards the 
production of a novel.” On 22nd September she at 
last began to write. She showed the first part to 
Lewes, suggesting that it might open a series of 
sketches drawn from her observations of the clergy. 
The scene at Cross Farm convinced him that she could 
write good dialogue. It was still to be seen whether 
she had a command of pathos. This was settled by a 
chapter describing the last illness of Mrs. Barton. 
They both “cried over it,” and Lewes kissed her, 
saying, “ I .think your , pathos is better than your 
|un.” Thiis encouraged, she finished the story on the 
bth^ of Hoveraber, and next dajr Lewes sent the ms. 
with a note to John Blackwood. Lewes stated that 
the story, intended for the first of a series, had been 
written by a friend whose powers he had doubted. 
The doubts had been changed by the reading into “ very 
high admiration,” “Such humour, pathos, vivid pre- 
sentation, and nice observation,’’ he thought, “hafi 
not been exhibited in this style since the Vicar of 
JFahfidd.’^ Blackwood answered, saying that the story 
“would do,” though making some criticisms, and 
adding that till he had seen more of the proposed 
series he could not make “any decided proposition for 
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tlie> publication of the Tales” in the Ji-Lujadne, The 
rather guarded approval called forth a stronger eulogy 
from I^eweSj declaring that the story showed the 
rarest of all faculties — “dramatic ventriloquism.’^ A 
■ publisher can hardly be expected to praise too enthu- 
siastically the wares for which he is bargaining. As 
Blackwood put it undeniably, “criiieism woulil assume 
a much soberer tone were critics compelled seriously 
io art whenever they expressed an opinion.” lie 
■; showed his ge.nuine opinion liy accepting the story 
at ojtce, and waiving hi.s objection to taking it without 
seeing its successors. Tlie c<fnndence of Lewes’s friend, 
which had been shaken, was greatly restored by this 
letter. “ He ” was afraid, said Imwos, of failure, and 
' “ by failure would understand that which I suspect 
most writers would be apt to consider as success — so 
high is his ambition. I tell you this,” added Lewes, 
“that you may understand the sort of shy, shrinking, 
amhitiou.s nature you liave to deal with.” The first 
;'•» part of the story accordingly appeared in 7jIuchvoo(rct 
Maaadne in danuary 1857; and Blackwood seat fifty 
guineas itnd some very cordial praises in return. 

Gilfilk Love Story” and “ Janet's Bcjumtance ” appeared 
in the in ihe fullowing months,- and these 

appeared together as S'vuu's of ('Irka! at the 
beginning of lSo8. The name “George Ejim,” under 
which these and all her laier works apjicured, was 
assumed, it appears, because Lewes s name was George, 
and “EUot.” was “a good mouth-filling, easily pro- 
"iiC; nouuced word.” 8he had intended to eoniinue the 
series; but Blackwood's “want of .sympathy with the 
first part” of “Janet’s Kepentance” had aiino 3 md hei', 
though he came round to adiairaiiou yf the third 
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part. She wound up the, book, therefore, and in 
October began a more elaborate work. 

The Srf/un of Clerical Life soon attracted notice, 
though the quiet tone was hardly calculated to pro- 
duce an instantaneous success of the startling kind. 
Copies of the collective edition were sent to Froude, 
-Pickens, Thackeray, Tennyson, Kiiskin, Faraday, 
Helps, Albert Smith, .and Mrs. Carlyle. Mr.s. Carlyle 
\Yrote warmly, and declai'ed in Carlylean phrase that 
“it was a huoui/i book, written out of the heart of a 
man, not mbi’cly out of the brain of an author, full 
of tenderness and pathos, without a scrap of .senti- 
mentality, of sense without dogmatism, of earnestness 
without twaddle— a book that maik%B one fed friendr 
at once and for always -with the man or vroman who 
wrote it.” Carlyle, she added, had promised fur onee 
to break his rule of itever reading novels when he 
.should emerge from Frederick Froude w.a,s also 
cordial, but the most enthusiastic praise came from 
Dickons, -He had never, he declared, .seen the like of 
the “ exquisite truth and delicacy both of the humour 
and pathos of these stories.” Upon another point 
Dickens showed a keener insight than other winters. 
In spite of the assumed name, ho thought that the 
author must he y, woman. If not, “no man ever 
before had the art of making himself ,so like a woman 
since tlie world began.” Mrs. Carlyle suggested a 
more complex hypothesis, such as is often put forward 
in the regions of the “ higher criticism.” The author 
might be fir.st cousin to a clergyman, with a wife from 
whom he had got the “beautiful feminine touche.s.''’ 
Thackeray, it- was reported, thougli he “spoke highly” 
of the hook, thought that the author was a man, 
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whieli, if true, gives a superikious proof that even 
the finest critics are fallible. Meanwhile, it seems 
that certain touches in. the book had convinced George 
Elioth old neiglil^our.s that the author came from their 
district. The Scenes, as she admitted soon afterwards, 
contained ‘tpqrcraits,'" a mistake which should not 
occur, again,;aTid was due to, the fact that her “hand 
was not well in.'’ The plots, too, were more or less 
reprodiic lions of remembered incidents. Millj^ Barton, 
we are told, is the wife of a Mr. Gwyther, curate' 
of: Chilvors-Coton. He died when George lliot :was 
sixteen, and wms n friend of Mrs. llobert Evans, who 
aj)|)ear.s in the .story a.s Mrs. ilacket. A persecution of 
a clergyman, like that upoii which Janefd Ihpenkm/'e 
; turns, really took plane, though she lillcd in details 
from imagination. Mr. Lore Story was a mo,re 

interesting application of the same method. Sir 
Christopher and Lady Cheverel repre.sent Sir Eoger 
and Lady JTewdigate. The New’digates had taken 
.» . charge of a girl called Sally Shilton, daughter of a 
" collier on the property, who had given promise of 
snusical talent. They had* her traiJicd as a .linger “and 
when ill-heali'li forced lier to give up the attempt, they 
continued their protection. She inarried a Mr. Khdell, 

• vicar of Ciulvcrs-Cutun (tim -‘Sheppertou’’ of the 
* story), in ISOl, and died twciJty-two yeaivs later. Sir 
Roger’s heir, Gharle.s Parker, died suddenly, when 
Sally W' as a lit lie over twenty, in ITOn. George Eliot, 
■ftdio must have learned the facts from family ti'adition, 
'■“I converted Bally Bliilton into Caierina Sarti, by w'ay of 

■ explaining her musical talent as a case of ‘‘ iteredity,” 

■ and then invented the love ailhir with Captain 
Wylrrow, who takes the |.>kee of Charles Parker. 
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Tims a very touching and consistent love story is 
based upon a true history, though Charles Parker in 
his new character has 'to be guilty of a thoughtless 
flirtation in TThicli he never indulged, and Sally Shilton 
is sentenced to a shorter life than she really enjoyed. 
The representatives of the Newdigate family seem to 
have regarded this adaptation of their family history 
as rather impertinent ; and though Sir Christopher is 
admitted to be an admirable portrait of Sir Roger, we 
are assured that other persons concerned were better 
than their representatives. As George Eliot must 
have learned the story from common talk, and given a 
more distinct colouring to it from her familiarity with 
Arbury House and the family portraits, and then 
modified the characters so as to make them work out 
the story effeetiveh", the deviation from literal truth 
will not scandalise those who have not the honour to 
be Newdigates. To them the interest lies in the skill 
with which these childish recollections have been con- 
verted into one of the most charming of stories. The 
critic of this first book might perhaps be content with 
sayilig ditto to Lewes, Mrs. Carlyle, and Dickens. At 
most he might be inclined to make a few deductions 
from the superlatives which are natural, or, one would 
rather say, commendable in an enthusiastic recognition 
of a new vv^riter of genius. Some defects perhaps show 
that the writer had not yet acquired a full command 
of her art. In writing to Blackwood, she .says that 
her “scientific illustrations [in Amo^ Burio-ii] must be 
a fault, since they seem to have obti'uded theiiiselves 
disagreeably on one of my readers.’’ She declares her 
innocence of an)’- but a superficial knowledge of science. 
The one reader showed some acuteness, for the 
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scieniillc allusions are not yet so prominent as they 
came to be in her later style. In the society of 
Leaves and his friends a scientifie allusion, which might 
alarm the average reader of a magaijirie, would no 
doubt pa.ss for commonplace. (Teorge Eliot's environ- 
ment wa.s always .so scientific and philosophical that it 
would have been difficult to be quite free from the 
taint. The weaknes.s does not imply afiectation, and 
should be taken as an implied, if undeserved, compli- 
ment U) the reader'.'^ intelligence. Blackwood seems 
to have been vexed by a different imlicariou of defective 
skill in this story. He did not like the , “ wind, up,” and 
thought that there was “ too minute a specification ” of 
the children who gatlier round Milly Barton’s deathbed, 
and of other persons not previoimly introduced. I eon- 
fe.ss that, as the story now stands, I see no force in this 
criticism ; but it may, I think, be .said that it marks 
a slight awkwardness. Ireorge Eliot, it would seem, 
wanted lo <lraw a portrait of the rustii; society, and 
she wanders a little from the main situation in search 
of eharactfiri.stic touches. The description of the 
clerical dinner party seems to be dragged in merely 
for the purpose of de.scribing different types of clergy- 
men ; and . here, and in the rather irrelevant Mr. 
Fartpibar, we probably have some of the undesirable 
portraits from life. If this be true, and 1 only pre- 
tend to speak for myself, the weakttess entirely dis- 
appears in d/r. GilfiVh Lure Shry, That appeal's to 
be almost fattitleas, and as adiniralde a specimeti of tbe 
literary genus to which it belongs as was ever written. 
Jmiefs Jtfpfniance is to me le.ss pleasing for a difier- 
ent reason. The coarse attorney, Dempsiff, lu w’botn 
Janet is made a victim, is undoubtedly drawn with 
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great vigour’, and is i^erhaps one of the characters wlrich 
convinced readers that bis creator must be of his own 
sex. Lady novelists are not generally familiar -with 
such blackguards. Janet, however, is so charming as 
to make her subjection to the snuffy, brandy-smelling, 
wife-beating bully a little too repulsive ; and, more- 
over, I fancy that a really sharp lawyer would have 
found some less clumsy methods of insuliing the 
evangelical clergyman. AVith all her keenness of ^ 
observation, George Eliot seems to be getting a little I 
beyond her tether when she enters the bar of the “ Bed i 
Lion.” 

It is, however, needless to insist upon triding short- 
comings, except as they may indicate limitations to be 
displayed hereafter. The stories have a very definite, 
and, in spite of certain prejudices suggested by the 
word, a very legitimate moral. Amos Barton, she 
admits, is an extremely commonplace jierson — so 
commonplace, indeed, as Blackwood put it, that the 
“ asinine stupidity of his conduct about the Countess ” 
disposes one “to kick Mm.” Commonplace people, she 
obselfves, have consciences and “sublime promptings to 
do the jjainful right”; they have their unspoken 
sorrows and their sacred Joys ; their hearts have per- 
haps “gone out towards their firstborn, and they have 
mourned over the irreclaimable dead. , . . Depend 
upon it, you would gain unspeakably if you would 
learn with me to see some of the poetry and the 
pathos, the tragedy and comedy, lying ixi the ex- 
perience of a human soul that looks out through dull 
grey eyes and that speaks in a voice of quite ordinary 
tones.’’ In a letter written after her next book, .she 
gives her theory; “If art does not enlarge men’s 
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sympatliies, it does notiiing morally. . . . The ■ only 
effect I ardently long to produce by my writings is 
that those who read them should be better able to 
imagine and to feel the pains and the f oys of those who 
from themselVes in everything hut the broad fact 
of being struggling, erring human creatures.” This is 
apparently meant to meet some remonstrance against 
her recognition of good qualities in characters regarded 
by her freethinking friends as embodiments of super- 
stitious bigotry. The desire to rouse sympathy for 
' ■' figures who at first sight repel the more cultivated and 
intelligent is the motive, of these, stories. Amos 
Barton, who represents sheer erass stupidity, and Mr. 
Oilfil, who, to outward aiipearance, is the old high- 
' :■ and-dry parson, respected by his “ bucolic parishioners ” 
for his general shrewdness and special knowledge of 
shorthorns, and by the squires for his youthful per- 
formances in the hunting field, and Mr. Tryaii, to 
whom the evangeliciam of "Wilberforce and Newton 
; represents the most exalted form of religion, liave all 
had their romance.?, indicative of true and tender 
X-Uatures beneath the superficial crust of old-fashioned 
* ^’oddities. It i& the especial function of the genuine 
dmmonsfc to make such revelation.?. Hir Jloger 
de Coverley and Parson Adam.? and Uncle Toby and 
iy .. ' Poniinie Sampson and Colonel Newcome have this 
f. much in common that the lovable in them is brought 
/ into ' relief by the superficial oddities j and George 
Eliot is only following w'ith more consciousness the 
^ path which had been indicated by many predecessors 
of genius. One of whom she alw^ays spoke with 
■' marked affection was {|p|jd§iaith. I remember (it 
is one of my few reminiscences) to have hoard her 
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speaking with enthusiasm of the Fimr of JVahfield^ 
and, if my memory he correct, contrasting it with 
Paul d Firgmie, much to the advantage of the British 
author. The vicar, .she held, represented the most 
wholesome vein in* the sentimentalism of the period. 
I dislike attempts to class literary masterpieces ‘tin 
order of merit,” and I need not here ask what are the 
qualities to wdiich Goldsmith's inimitable work owes 
its lasting charm. I think in any case that there is 
something characteristic in George Eliot’s admiration 
of a book in which the pathos is made effective by a 
combination of the tenderest feeling with the most 
exquisite literary tact ; and in wliich wc can indulge 
“great disposition.s to cry ” without the sense that the 
crying would have an absurd side. The vicar, how- 
ever, differs from George Eliot’s clergy in this respect 
(as in many others) that he lives in an idyllic world. 
Wakefield has, I believe,' been identified with some 
actual locality ; but I fancy that it is really in some 
Arcadia, not to be approached by any boat or railway ; 
and Shepperton, on tbe contrary, is clearly Chilvers- 
Ootoii in Warwickshire, and the inhabitants were but 
modifications of real people. Miss Mitford’s Villoge, 
which made her reputation in the year of George 
Eliot’s birth, is a description of Three Mile Cross in 
Berkshire ; and Mrs. Gaskell’.s Cranford, which was 
contributed in 1851 to Dickens’s Hovsehold JFords, 
describes the little town of Knutsford. Both of them 
are very charming in widely different waysj and in 
them, as, of course, in Miss Austen, George Eliot had 
precedent for her choice of a subject. What is 
charaoLeristie i.s the tone qf^ feeling and the power of 
the execution. Dickens’s -appreciation is the more 





crc^lita^^lc to liim because the work is conspicuous hj 
’!> freedom from his besettiug faults. Tne Immour 
i.' pcrfe<.;tl}’ unforced, and shows tlic '-(anic side of 
} prosuiij commonplace without a tonelj of grotesque 
■ > extravagance, and the pathos is made to tell by 
■ scrupulous 'seK-restraint. Milly Barton dies in the 
presence of her husband and ebildren, and W'C are 
never crossed by the thouglit which disturbs so many 
deathbeds in fiction, that she is somehow conscious 
of an audience applauding her excellence in the, part. 
The situations are simple, and the effect is produced 
by wls.'it wo can recognise as tlic natural development 
the eliaraeters involved. And this is the indication 
of a profoundly reflective inioHeet, whicli contemplates 
W-; ' rho lit lie dramas performed by commonplace people 
as parts of the wdder tragi-enmedy of human life , and 
t]ie%illage communities, their thoughts and customs, 
a.=!. subordinate oleraents in the great “ social organi.sm.” 
The reflections suggested by Calcrina’s troubles may 
illustrate, the remark : When this poor little heart 
wa.-j being bruised wiiii a wciglil- too heavy for it, 
Naturr was holding un her calm inexorable way, in 
unmoved and terrible beauty. The stars •were rush- 
itig in tb,cir eternal conr.se.s ; the lidos swelled to the 
■\ rf level of the hist expecLaut weed c the aun was making 
* brilliant day to the busy naiion.s un the other side of 
the swift earth. The stream of human thouglit was 
/ ' ' hurrying and broadening oinvard. The astronomer 
was at his telescope j, the great ship.s -were labouring 
over the waves j the toiling eagerness of commerce, 

. ; the fierce spirit of revolution, were only ebbing in 
. brief rest ; and sleepless statesmen w^ere dreading the 
-y"’ 'df .the morrow, , What-wfere our little 

’ , ' '-V ’r ‘y\‘' ~ ‘ - ' , ‘ ' 
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Tina and her trouble in' this mighty torroiil, rushing 
from one awful unknown to another 1 Lighter than 
the smallest centre of quivering life in the water-drop, 
hidden and micared for as tlio pulse of aiiguisli in the 
l>rcast of the tiniest bird that has fluttered do^vn to 
its nest with the long-sought food, and has found the 
nest empty and torn,” 

This may recall the famous passage in Carlyle’s 
French Fcvolutitm, S 2 )eaking of the fall of the Bastille. 

It may be that a too frequent and explicit suggestion 
of such reflections %vould become, tiresome. That 
criticism cannot, I think, be ajiplied to a-nything in 
the Scenes of Clerical Life. It is the constant, though,,., 
not obtrusive, suggestion of the depths below thel\ 
surface of trivial life %vhich gives an impressive dignity [, ■: 
to the work ; and, in any case, marks one most dis- 
tinctive characteristic of George Eliot’s genius. 
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Thk diffidence from which George Eiiot suffered 
happily took the form of prompting to eonseientious 
workmanship. An Lewes ssid, she was ‘‘ambitious'’ 
as well as That she aimed, at so liigli a mark 

showed a consciousness of great powers, but not an 
equal coniidence that they could be brought to bear 
upon the task. A genuine success could only be 
reached by a strenuous application on a well- 
considered scheme. The little discouragement of 
Blackwoodts inadequate appreciation of Janefs 
Jk-lEnianc-e only induced her to take a larger canvas, 
which would give room for a fuller maniie.‘«tation of 
her genius. She finished Janet's on 9th 

October ISoT, and began Adam iPJe on 22nd October. 
She completed the first volume l)y the following March ; 
wrote the second during a following tour in Germany ; 
and' after returning to England at the beginning of 
■ September, completed the third volume <m 1 Gth 
NoN*cmb(5r. It was published in the beginning of 
185B. When recording these dates in her |ournal 
• she gives also an interesting account nl th© genesis 
of the book. It was suggested by an anecdote which 
f she had. heard from an’ auhC Methodist preacher, 
I Mrs* Evans,' she says-, was a 
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^‘very small, black-eyed womaii, who in the days of 
her strength could not resi vrithout exhorting and 
remonstrating in season and out of season.” She had 
become much gentler when, at the age of about sixty, she 
visited Crriff and made the acquaintance of her niece. 
She was very ‘'‘loving and kind” ; and the niece, then 
under twenty, given to strict reticence about her 
“inward life,” was encouraged to confide in her aunt. 
This, as already quoted, shows the affectionate relation- 
ship which sprang up. They only met twice afterwards, 
and Mrs. Evans died in 1849. The anecdote which 
Mrs. Evans had told was of a girl who was hanged 
for child-murder. Mrs. Evans had passed a night in 
prayer with her and induced her to make a confession. 
She afterwards accompanied the criminal in the cart 
to the place of execution. George Eliot had been 
deeply affected by this account, and while writing 
her ffrst story spoke of it to Lewes. He observed, 
with his keen eye to business, that the prison scene 
would make an effective incident in a story. Tlie 
novel was accordingly worked out with a view to thi.s 
climax. Mrs. Evans was transformed into Dinah 
Morri,s, though materially altered in the process. The 
child-murder implies the seducer, Arthur Boniiithorne, 
and the true lover, Adam Bode. For Adam Bede, 
she took her father as in some degree the model, 
though again carefully avoiding direct portraiture. 
These points osta'blished, the general situation is 
defined, and the development follows simply and 
naturally. liewes was rosisonsible for two important 
points. He was convinced h}.'' the first three chapters 
that Dinah ]\Jorri.s would be the centre of interest for 
readers, She had there been introduced as preaching 
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and receiving an offer of marriage from Beth Bede, 
lie inferred that she should be the ‘‘primdpal figure 
at the last''’; and the remainder of the story was 
vrriiteii with this end “ eonstantl y in view.’"’ LGv.-ea ''3 
other remark was that Adanr .Bede was becoming too 
passive. He ought to be brouglit into more direct 
collision with Arthur Bonnitliorne. George Eliot was 
impressed b}' this suggestion : and one night, while 
listening to William Toll " at the JMiinieh Opera, 4/he 
fight between the two lovers came upon her as a 
iieco.-::sii.y.'’ An account of tiie wa,y in which a work 
of gcniu.s has been created is always interesting; and 
in this case, I think that it helps ti> explain some 
important charaetoristics of the story. 

JiJam ’whatever else may be said of it, placed 
the author in the first rank of the ’ictorian 
' noveli.sts. Rome of us can still loolt back with fond- 
.. ‘ ; - ne-ss to the middle of the last century, and. recall the 

period which seems — to our old-fashioned tastes at 
Icu-sf — i o have been a flowering time of gcnm.<^. Withiu 
a few years on cither side of IduO iimny great lights 
oi iio-raiUi’e arose or culmiiiatu'.l. }By Darid Coppr- 
jkld. whieli appeared in IShO, Dickens' pjpular empire, 
one ina}’ say, was finally ostaWi-died; and if his best 
h work was done, his admirers Eieadily increased in 
; ‘ number. Thackeray’s Vmdty Fair, Feiukymk, Fsmond, 

' and The limvomes came out bciw’ceu l-'s47 and 1855. 

’ Miss Bronte s short and most brilliant appariliou lasted 
'■ from 184? to 1853. The versatile Bulw^er wiis open- 
uig a new and ijopulai* vein Ijy 'The duxion^- and J/y 



Alton LocJce, Y exist, Hypatia, and IFesiward Ho 1 — ap- 
peared between 1850 and 1855. Mrs. Gaskeli Iiad first 
made a mark by Mary Barton in 184-8, wliich was 
followed by Craviford and North and South, the last in 
1855. Trollope, after some failures, was beginning to 
set forth the humours of Barsetshire by the Warden in 
1855; and Charles Eeado became a popular novelist 
by Christie Johnstone in 1853, and Never too late to Mend 
19 1856. In 1855, I may add, Mr. George Meredith's 
Shaving of Shagpat was praised and reviewed by George 
Eliot; but tlie author had long to wait for a general 
recognition of his genius. Anyhow, an ample and 
attractive feast w'as provided for those who had the 
good fortune to be at the novel-reading age in the 
fifties. The future liistorian of literature may settle 
to his own satisfaction what was the permanent value 
of the different stars in this constellation, and wdiat 
■was the relation -which Cleorge Eliot was to bear to 
her competitors. He will no doubt analyse the spirit 
of the age and explain how^-the novelists, more or less- 
unconsciously, reflected the dominant ideas •which were 
agitating the social organism. I am content to say 
that a retrospect, coloured perhaps by some personal 
illusion, seems to suggest a very comfortable state of 
things. Peojilo, we are told, were absurdly optimistic 
in those days ; they had not learned that the uniYer.s<i 
was out of joint, and were too respectable to look into 
the dark and nasty sides of human life. The genera- 
tion -which had been in its ardent youth during the 
Reform of 1838 believed in progress and expected the 
millennium ratlier too confidently. It liked plain 
common-sense. Scott’s romanticism and Byron’s 
sentin'icntalism represented obsolete phases of feeling, 
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and siiggest-cd only burlesque or ridicule. The 
novelises were occupied in constructing a most elabo- 
, rate panorama of the manners and cusloins of their 
own times wuth a minuteness and psychological 
analysis not known to their xmedecessors. Tlieir work 
is, of course, an implicit “ criticism of life.” Thackeray’s 
special bugbear, snobbism, represents the effete aristo- 
cratic xwcjudices out of which the world was slowly 
struggling. Dickens aiDjdied fiction to assail the 
■ ahinses, wliich trere a legacy from the old order — 
itebtors’ prisons, and workhouses, and Yorkshire schools, 
and the “ circumlocution office,” The ‘‘ social question ” 
was being treated by Kingsley and Mrs. Gaskell. 
Tkit little w'as said which had any direct bearing upon 
; '.i 'iho.se religious or philosofiliical problems in which 
jGeorge Eliot was especially interested. The novelists 
"whcii they approach such to|)ies speak with .sincere 
respect, of religiou.s belief, though, they obviously hold 
also that true Christianity is something very different 
from the creeds which are nominally accepted by the 
churche.?. They regard .such matters as generally 
outside of their sjihere, and .simply accept the view of 
the .sensible la^untin with a prejudice against bigotiy 
.••and priestcraft. Here was one .sjieciai province 
’ X- writer. George Eliot alone came to 

^ fiction from _ philosophy. She wn^s, as we have .suffi- 
eientl3'- seen, familiar wnth the .speculation, s of her day, 

' and had accepted the most advanced rationalise 
opinions. But, on the other hand, she had a strong 
reMgiou.s sentiment which asserted it.self the. more as 
she abandoned the dogmatic sy.st:eni. >She puts l.hi.s 
emphatically in her letters at the time. She iiad, as 
she tells M. B’Albert in abundoned the ohl spirit 


of “antagonism'’’ which had possessed her ten years 
before. She now sympathises with “ any faith in which , 
human sorrow and human longing for purity have ■ 
expressed themselves.” Sh(3 thinks, too, that Chris-- 
tianity is the highest expression of the religious 
sentiment that has yet found its place in the history 
ol mankind, and has the “proEoundost interest in the 
inward life of sincere Christians in all ages.” She has 
erased, she says’ a little later, to have any sympathy 
with freethinkers as a class, and holds that a “spiritual 
blight comes with no faith.” It is characteristic that 
Buckle, who was startling the world at this time, 
inspires her with “personal dislike,” as “'an irreligious 
conceited man.” It is therefore intelligible that she 
should take a Methodist preacher for her centre of 
interest. Methodism, she says, in the opening of 
Adam Bede, wms a “rudimentary culture” for the 
simple peasantry; it “ linked their thoughts with the 
past,” and “suffused their souls "with the .sense of a 
pitying, loving, infinite presence, siveet as summer to 
the houseless needy.” Methodism, to some of her 
readers, may mean “low-pitched gables up dingj' 
streets, sleek grocers, sponging preachers, and hypo- 
critical jargon — elements which are regarded as an 
exhaustive analysis of Methodism in many fashionable 
quarters.” Certainly that -would he true of readers of 
Dickons, Stiggins and Chadband and their like w-ero 
wonderful caricatures, hut imply a very summary 
“analysis.” The difference is significant. G-eorgo 
Eliot had gone much further than Dickens in explicit 
rejection of the popular religion, considered a.s a system 
of doctrine ; but she found her ideal heroine in one 
of its typical representatives. 
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If, tlierefore, we accept the author’s view, 

B-'dc is to .derive its main interest from Dinah Morris. 
Her sermon at the opening is to .strike the keynote; 
and wc are to share the impression which it makes 
upon Seth Bede, that ‘fshe ’s too good and holy for 
any man, let alone me.” This view of the hook did 
not strike everybody. The Snturdfnj Tuvlcw con- 
tained a “ laudatory ” but “characteristic criticism,” 
“Dinah,” she exclaims, “is not mentioned!” Itjis 
' “characteristic,” no doubt, because in those days the 
Sdfw\Iaij lievicnc, thoiigh it had a most brilliant staff 
of writers, was not distinguished by “enthusiasm,” 
and would be least of all inclined to expend onthusiaam 
upon a !M.etliodist preacher. There is, "we know, a 
; I*"' cla.ss of being.s which has a natural antipathy to holy 
w'atcr. Perhaps it is duo to some such weakness that 
I must confes.s to a certain .sympathy with that un- 
luelcy reviewer. Undoubtedly, Dinah Morris is not 
only an elaborate, hut a most skilful and loving 
;r, portrait of a beautiful .soul Beading the hook care- 
* fully, one must admit that she performs her part 
admirably, f^hc .shows unerring delicacy and nobility 
of feeling ; and her sermons are expositions of that 
side of her creed 'ivhich clearl}" ought to appeal to 
I C om's better nature. I fully admit, therefore, that I 
ought to accept Seth Bede’s o.stimale, and to fall in 
love with this undeniable saint, if indeed iny reverence 
ought not to he too strong to admit of love, fcly 




n have. a. tendency to be insipid. One wants 
little touch of frailty to convince otjc that they 
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are really human. Ifc was strange, said George Eliot, 
that people should fancy that she had “copied’^ 
Dinah Morris’s sermons and prayers, ^vdien they were 
really “written with hot tears as they surged up in 
her own mind.” They have no- doubt the earnestness 
of genuine feeling. And yet to me that accounts for 
one characteristic without quite justifying it. Mrs. ; 
Samuel Evans had, one may assume, the defects; 
incident to her position. She must have been prO'' 
vineial and ignorant, and the beautiful soul shone' 
through an imperfect medium. George Eliot, in 
modifying or, as she thought, entirely changing the^ 
“individuality,” has deprived her heroine of the.* 
colourijig which would make her fully harmonise with ' 
her surroundings. ’She’ is 'a little too good not only ' 
for Seth but for this world, and I have a difficulty - 
ill obeying the summons to fall upon my knees and •; 
worship. 

People of happier constitution must accept tliis as 
a confession. I only wish to explain why I feel my- 
self to be rather at cross purposes with my author, 
and to admit that the criticism which I am about 
to make may, if not erroneous, be based upon partly^, 
insufficient reasons. That criticism is briefly that|' 
the development of the story does not quite folloivf 
the lines required by the reader’s sympathies. Th€< 
main situation naturally rcmind.s one of Scott’s Heari 
of Midlothian. Both novels turn upon an accusation of 
child-murder, and \7edme and Effie 'Deans correspond 
fouglily to Dinah Morris and Hetty Sorrel, To “com- 
pare ” the two, except by admitting that they are both 
masterpieces in different style.s, •would be absurd : 
both in their strength and their weakness they are 
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obviously to be judged by difierent standards; and 
I only speak of Scott because bis storj’' suggests one 
significant, difierence. Tbe interest of the Heart of 
Mkihihian culminates in the trial scene ■where Jeanie 
Deans has to make' the choice betnvecn telling the 
fatal truth or saving her sister by perjury. Scott 
treats it magnificently in his own way by broad 
masculine touches. One advantage is naturally 
offered by the facts from wdiich he started, Jcanj.e 
Deans is exposed to a tremendous ordeal, which brings 
out most effectively her character, and involves a true 
I tragical eatasf-rophe. The scene in the prison, which, 
a.s (.TCorgc Eliot tells us, was to 1)0 the climax of Adam- 
iJcdc, is curiously wanting in Inijirossiveness of this 
nature. .Pour helpless little ilo.stei* Borrel has been 
conviclcd of murder, and expects to be liangcd next 
day. Dinah Morris goes to her in order to persuade 
her t'O make a confession. Prom 1 :lie point of 
view of the persons concerned that was no doubt 
a ver}' de.?iral)lo result. But it does not in the 
least matter to the story, as Iletiy's guilt has been 
already conciu.«ivcly proved. Xchher is it a result 
which rcipiircfi any great ability foi- iis achiovcineiit. 
Hetty is anything but a criminal who would make- 
<a point of “dying game.” She is a most pathetic 
figure, bewildered, deserted, and in immediate pro- 
spect ol the gallows; and is qidte unable to make 
any opposition to the woman who comes to her ■with 
' cho 'first message of love fx'om outside her prison, 
rf. To have failed to extract a confession from ber would 
. have shown a singular want of capacity in her spiritual 
- guide. '• One -^voiiid have expected that a humdrum 
gaoh chaplam,- or a rough revivalist with threats of 
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hell-fire, could equally have accomplished that end. 
Dinah Morris undoubtedly does her duty with admir- 
able tact and tenderness, and shows herself to be — 
what wo know her to be — a woman with a beautiful 
soul. The result, however, is that the real interest 
(.)f the scene is with the pathetic criminal, and not 
with the admirable female confessor. The story of 
Hetty’s wanderings in search of her seducer is told 
with inimitable force and pathos ; and we are not 
surprised to learn that it was written continuously 
under the influence of strong feeling. Hetty moves 
us to the core, Dijiah Morris, on the other hand, 
instead of forming the real centre of interest, is a most 
charming person, who looks in occasionally, and acts 
as an edifying and eloquent chorus to comment upon 
the behaviour of the people in whom we are really 
interested. The last hook, therefore, comes upon us, 
if we take this view, as sujDerfluous and rather unplea- 
sant. Hetty is despatched to Botany Bay, and we 
are suddenly invited to be interested in a new love 
aflair, when we discover that the saint is not above 
marrying, and that Adam Bede, who uj) to this time 
has been passionately in love with Hetty, can be sen- 
sible enough to discover the merits of her antithesis. 
The tragedy is put aside ; all the unpleasant results 
are swept away as carefully as possible ; and everything 
is made to end happily in the good old fashion. 

I cannot, therefore, accept Adam Bede as centred 
uj)ou this religious motive. On that assumption it 
ought to have been called Dinah 3Iorris ; and the 
other characters should have been interesting as 
transmitting or resisting the grace which inspires 
her. But there all hostile criticism may end. I 
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can be uiifeignedly grateful to the beautiful Methodist 
for iiitrodueing me to a delightful cirelej who were 
evoked from l^eorge Eliot’s early memories. If they 
vron’t stay in the background, I am: all the better 
pleased. Adam Bede himself is, one is forced to 

guess, a closer portrait of her father than she, 
intended. We are 'toM^^^^^ an old friend of Eobert 
Evans had the story read to him, and sat up for 
hours to listen to descriptions which he recognise^ 
; . exclaiming at intervals: ‘That’s Eobert, that’s 
Eobert to the life!’ No doubt an ordinary reader 
exaggerates .superficial resemblances, and is blind to 
more refined difterences which seem all-important to 
the writer. That the father was one model is nndis- 
■ '' pnted ; and one remark ' i.s suggested by the portrait, 

' namely, that in spite of her learning and her philo- 
4' sophy, George Eliot is always pre-eminently feminine. 
The Sa’tm of Clerical Life suggested, as we have seen, 
a dispute as to the sex of the author. Now that "we 
' i know, we can, of course, see that others ought to 
Lave showed Dickens’s penetration. There i.s always, 
I fancy, a difierence which should bo perceptible to 
acute critics'*. Men drawn b}- women, even by the 
ablest, are never quite of the masculine gender. They 
ST may, indeed, ho admirable portraits, but still portraits 
drawn from outside. In each of the elerical stories, 
the oflioial heroes are men — Amo.s Barton, Gilfil, and 
Tryan. But in each of them the women-— Milly and 
Caterina and Janet — are drawn with a more intimate 
sympathy ; and though a man might have been author 
• of the heroes, no man, as we may safely say now, 
could have described the heroines, Adam Bede is 
a most admirable portrait ; .but wm can, i think, see 



clearly enougli that Be, always corrospomls to the view 
Vr'hicli an intelligont 6iaughter takes of a respected 
father. That is, perhaps, the way in which one 
•would like to have one’s portrait taken j but one is 
sensible that the likeness though correct is liot quite 
exhaustive. One characteristic point is the kind of 
resentment with which the true woman contemplates 
a man unduly attracted by female beauty. Adam 
Buie’s passion for Hetty produces an exposition of 
the theory : “ How pretty the little puss looks in that 
odd dress ! It would be the easiest folly in the world 
to fall in love with her,” with her “sweet baby-like 
roundness,” “the delicate dark rings of hair,” and 
the “gi'eat dark eyes with their long eyelashes.” 
“ What a prize the man gets who wins a sweet bride 
like Hetty !” “The dear, young, round, soft, flexible 
thing ! ” A man is conscious of being a groat “physio- 
gnomist” under such circumstances, and thinks that 
“Nature has written out his bride’s character for him 
in those exquisite lines of cheek and lip and chin, 
in those eyelids delicate as petals, in those long 
lashes curled like the stamen of a flower, in the dark 
liquid depths of those wonderful eyes ! ” That •was 
the way in which Adam Bede reasoned, jioor man ! 
George Eliot knows better, and suspects “that there 
is no direct correlation between eyelashes and morals ; 
or else, that the eyelashes express the disposition of 
the fair one’s grandmother, which is on the ^v’hoie less 
important to us.” In fact, as she truly remai-ks, 
“it is generally the feminine eye that first detects the 
moral deficiencies hiddcTi under the ‘dear deceit of 
heaiity,” and Mrs. Poyser is not to be hoodwinked, 
“She’s no bettor than a peacock, as ’ud strut about on 
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the wall, and spread its tail when the sun shone if all 
tli8 folks i’ the parish was dying ; there ’s nothing 
seems to give her a turn f th’ inside, not oven when 
we thought Totty had tumbled into the pit.” Mrs. 
Poyser, no doubt, is as right as usual, and tlie remark, 
indeed, had been made, like most others, by satirists 
of both sexes j but it is specially congenial to the 
feminine mind. Miss Bronte, for example, looks on 
with similar indignation at the dulness of man wl^^n 
“Dr. John” in is attracted by the frivolous 

Ginevra Fanshawe. George Eliot had an eye for the 
“kitten-like” beauty of brainless young women, and 
I’ler power over the male sex is described as a sort of 
nattiral perversity. “ Every man who is not a monster, 
a maLhematioian, or a mad philosopher,” she says iii 
Amos Barton, “ is the slave of some woman or other,” 
and vre must confess the undeniable truth. JStrong 
men do fall in love with pretty fools. Perhaps we are 
not as nmcli asliamcd of it as we should be. Hetty is 
mafle, so thoroughl}!" charming in her wa^'- that wo 
sympathise with Adam Bede’s love for her, and are 
(juito aware that many precedents might be adduced 
for him sijice the time of Samson, (leorgo Eliot thinks 
it ueee&-:-ary to apologise, by showing eloquently that 
feminine beaufcj' may’ afFeet a strong man like music 
and to remonstrate in rather superlluous irony with 
the sensible people who despise such weaknesses. No 
apology is necessary. Esther we sec the point of 
Lewes’s euggestion. We' can perceive that the real 
danger was that Adam might be luo “passive,” 
Ills love for Hetty, we might fancy, is to be passed over 
as if it were a painful admission of imperfect sanity. 
Luckily fcho hght with Arthur Donnithornc, when the 
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■flirtation begins to excite suspicion, reassures us. It- 
slio-^vs that Adam can really be as greats a fool as he 
ought to bo; and afterwards when the whole story 
eomes to light, his agony is as genuine and forcible 
as we can desire. Adam, in fact, is powerfiilly 
drawn from the striking scene, when he sits up at 
night to finish the coffin left by his drunken father 
and hears the mysterious stroke of the willow n-and 
wjpch intimates that the father is being drowned, 
down to the last interview with Hetty after her con- 
viction. The character reacts, as we feel that it ought 
to react, under the given circumstances. If his later 
discovery of Dinah’s merits does not strike us quite in | 
the same way, we must sorrowfully admit that it is 
possible. Men do beconic commonplace and reasonable - 
as they grow older. 

Meanwhile, though I have spoken of Adam Bede 
from the point of view suggested by the author’s 
theory, it is neither Dinah Morris nor A.dam himself 
who really made the fortune of the book. Adam Bede - 
for most of us means pre-eminently Mrs. Poyser. Her,* 
dairy is really the centre of the whole microcosm, I 
We are first introduced to it as the background which' 
makes the “kitten-like” beauty of Hester Sorrel irre- 
sistible to young Captain Donnithorne. But Mrs. 
Poyser is the presiding genius. She represents the 
very spirit of the place; and her influence is the 
secret of the harmony of the little world of squire and 
parson and parish clerk and schoolmaster and black- 
smith and carpenter and shepherd and carter. Each 
of these types is admirably sketched in turn, hut the 
pivot of the whole is the farm in which Mrs. Poyser 
displays her conversational jiowers. The little rustic 
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■^vorld is painted in colours heightened by aflection. 
There is, it may be, a little more of Goldsmith’s 
beautifying touch than of Crabbe’s uncompromising 
realism. But it is marvellously life-like, and Mr.s. 
Poyser’s delightful shrewdness seems to guarantee the 
ii<ielity of the portraits. She has no humbug about her, 
and one naturally takes it for granted that they must 
bo as slie secs them. It is, indeed, needless to insist 
upon, her excellence; for Mrs, Poyser became at ogice 
one of the immortals. She was quoted by Chaiies 
Buxtuii — as George Eliot was |)leased to hear — in the 
House of Commons before she had been for three 
months before the public : It wants to be hatched 
over ai'ain, and hatched different.” One is glad to 
• ■ ■ ^ kiiow that Mrs. Poyser’^ , wit. was quite original. 

have no stock of proverbs in my memory,” vS.aid George 
Eliot ; “^and there is not one thing put into Mrs. 
I’oyscr’s mouth that is not fresh from my ovrn mint.” 
8he had written the dialogue with obviou.s enjoyment, 
and appreciated its merits herself. “ Vou ’re mighty 
fond o’ Craig,” Mrs. Poyser had said in oonfidence to 
her husband ” ; “ but for my part, I think he ’s welly 
■ . like a cock a.s thinks the sun » rose o' purpose to hear 
Idm crow.” She said it to other people, it seems, for 
Mr. Irwine <piotes the remark to Ids mother as one of 
the “ea]>ital things” he has liearJ her say. “That is 
• - G^l snp’s fable in a sentence,” he adds ; and he 
. remarks that Mrs. Poyser is ‘Gyaite original in he-r 
talk, one of the untaught wits that help to stock a 
country with proverbs ” It is not often that an author 
ventures to praise his own .speeches ; and that Goorg^e 
^ FJiot did so shows how much kirs. Poyser’s special 
, ' « I wit w*a oariagredieut ofjiep own intellectual t cadency. 
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In her later novels one sometimes regrets that Mrs. 
Poyser did not come to the fore to temper the graver 
moods. Mrs. Poyser may take rank with Sam Weller 
as one of the ii-resistible humorists. She has a special 
gift for attracting us by the most unscrupulous feats of 
sophistry. Poor Molly breaks a jug, and has been just 
driven to tears by Mrs. Poyser's eloquence for her 
; unparalleled clumsiness, when Mrs. Poyser repeats the 
faat, to the amusement of her husband. “ It ’s all very 
fine to look on and grin,” she retorts ; “ but there ’s 
times when the crockery seems alive, an’ flies out o’ ■ 
your hand like a bird. ... What is to be broke will he 
broke, for I never dropped a thing i’ my life for want 
o’ holding it, else I should never ha’ kept the crockery 
ail these ’ears as I bought at my own wedding.” She 
quenches an outburst of laughter soon after by sum- 
moning up a sudden vision of her being laid up in 
bed, and the children dying, and the murrain coming 
among the cattle, and everything going to rack and 
ruin — a prophetic picture which, though logically irre- 
levant, is most effective rhetorically. Another brilliant 
specimen of the same figure of speech occurs when 
she is roused to speak her mind to th.e squire, who has 
hinted at giving the farm to a new tenant. “ It ’s a 
pity,” she says, “ but %vhat Mr. Tlmrle should take it, 
and see if he likes to live in a house wi’ all the 
plagues o’ Egypt in ’t — wi’ the cellar full o’ water, and 
frogs and toads hoppin’ up the steps by dozens — and 
the floors rotten, and the rats and mice gnawing every 
bit o’ cheese, and runnin’ over our heads as we lie i’ 
bed till M^e expect ’em to eat us up alive — as it ’s a mercy 
they hanna eat the children long ago.” It is super- 
fluous to quote fragments of Mrs. Poyser’s familiar 
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oloqnence — spoilt bj necessary cur-tailraont— except to 
suggest tb 8 problem, Why is she so charming? The 



axiswer is, I suppose, in a general way to be found in 
the delicious contrast between Mi’s, Poyser’s intense 
shrewdness and strong aiTections, with the quick 
temper and the vivacity with which she snatches at the 
most preposterous flights of fancy which will bewilder 
and discomfit her antagonists for the moment. A 
logician might amuse himself by analysing her 
genioiis arguments. Meanwhile her love for her 
hiasband and the irrepressible Totty— one of the por- 
traits which, without being sentimental, shows George 
Eliot’s most feminine appreciation of the charms of 
childhood — and even her Irindncss to Hetty, though 
she docs sec through that young woman’s weaknesses, 
entitles her to the regard felt for her by all readers. 
That regard, indeed, is so well established that I am 
onlj’ using fragments to recall, not to justify the 
uuivorsal sentiment. I will only note in passing 
that a full criticism of Adam Bede would have to touch 
upon many other subordinate oliaraciers. Bartle 
'Vfasse}’’, for example, the schoolmasrer, is in his 
way, an adiidrable pendant to Mrs. Poyscj’. Adani 
Bede’s mother is equally life-like, axid llie pas.sage in 
which she speaks of her wedding was jiKliciously 
noticed by Charles Eeade as a masterly touch of 
human nature. Seth Bede, I confess, bores me. 

If I cannot say, therefore, that Adam Ikde impresses 
’me as the author intended it to impress her readers, I 
think- that by a kind of felicitous accident it came to 
jbe a masterpiece in a rather difterent sense. The 
memory of Mrs. Samuel Evans brought up a vivid 
picture of the little worid in which she movt'd ; though 


iiliSiiiil 



ADAM BEDE. 


her world, aa 3’epreseiited by Adam Bede and 
Poyser themselves, looked upon Methodism as rather 
an intruding and questionable force than as the spiritual 
leaven which was to redeem if. George Eliot, mean- 
ing to set forth the beauty of Dinah Morris’s character, 
incidentally comes to draw a more attractive picture 
of the sinners wlioni she ought to have awakened. 
Dinah gives up preaching when the Society decides 
against the practice, wlicreas her prototype, it is said, 
jofeed another sect rather than be silenced. Dinah 
settles down! by her domestic hearth, and Adam re- 
mains a sound Churchman. Ho admits in his old age, 
we are told, that tlie excellent vicar, Sfr. Irwine, 
“didn’t go into deep speritial experience,” and only 
preached short moral sermons. Apjiarently Adam 
thought none the worse of him. He quotes klrs. 
Pojnser’s dictum that Mr. “ Irwine was like a good 
meal o’ victual ; you were the better for him without 
thinking on, it; and Mr, Eyde [his, successor] was like 
a dose of physic ; lie gripped you and worreted you, 
and after all he left jmu much tlie same.” Mh get the 
impression that Mrs. Pox^ser and Adam took the most 
judicious viexv ; and that the rustic congregation, with 
its “ruddy faces and bright waistcoats,” which reposed 
in the great square pews and listened to .Mr. Irwine’s 
moral without attaching any particular meaning to 
theological forumhc, did very xvell without stronger 
spiritual stimulants. “ The world,” in Sir \Y. .Besanfs 
formula, “ went very well then.” A(k(,m Bede, like 
JJ'Averh' [i , juight have had for a second title 'Ti-A 
Sixty YeorR Siv^r- ; and the verdict seems to be that 
the simple society of that period xvas sound at the 
core; wholesome and kindly, if not very exciting. 
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Tlic pathos to be found in coramouplacc lives was the 
main' topic of the Scenes of Clerical Lift ; a]id now, 
lookijig back wvith fondness to her early days, and 
, through them to the early days of her parents. George 
'Eliot finds a beauty not in the individuals alone, but 
' in the whole rpiiet humdrum order of existence of the 
- rustic popiiiation. Everybody is treated with a kindly 
touch. Even the seducer, Arthur Donnithorne, instead 
of being the wicked baronet who generally appears on 
such occasions, is a thoroughly amiable, if rather 
young man, who is not aware of the sufierings of his 
■'detim. till too late, and then does all he can to obviate 
unpleasant consequences. “xit present,” she sa,ys, 
writing a little later, my “mind works with moat free- 
dom and the keenest sense of poetry in my remotest 
past, and there are many strata to be worked through 
before I can begin to use, arHsikalhj, any material I 
may gather in the present.” The world of Adam Bede 
clearly is the world of her first years, harmonised by 
loving memories and informed, no doubt, with more 
beauty than it actually possessed. Her philosophy, 
indeed, reminds her that the range of ideas of her 
characters wms singularly narrow and hopelessly ob- 
solete. Bhe has no syrapath}^ with the romanticism 
which leads to reactionaiy fancies. Whe is perfectly 
well aware of the darker sides of the past, ihuugh she 
does not insist upon them. She has hes’self breathed 
a larger atmosphere. Only her afibetionate recognition 
of the merits of the old world makes one feel how 
much conservatism really underlay her acceptance, in 
.the purely intellectual sphere, of radical opinions. 

The Scenes of Clerical Life had made a more decided 
" succass with critics than with the public. Jdani Bede 


had an equal and triumphant success ■with both classes. 
The original agreement with Blacku'ood had been for 
J5800 for four years’ cop 3 U’iglit. Seven editions and 
16,000 copies were printed during the first year (1859). 
Blackwood acknowledged the sueuess generously by 
another check for £800, and gave back the cojjyright. 
He oflered at the same time £2000 for 4000 copies of 
lier next novel, and proposed to pay at the same rate 
subseciuent editions. The pecuniary success put 
her at once and permanently beyond the reach of 
any pecuniary pressure. Meanwliilc she had received 
hearty greetings on all sides. In .April she notes that 
she has left olF recording the ‘‘ letters and 
words ” that had come to her : “ the success has been 
so triumphantly beyond anything I had dreamed of, 
that it would be tiresome to put down particulars.” 
‘‘Shall I ever,” she asks herself, “write another hook 
as true as Adam Bcdc 1 ” The “ weight of the future 
presses on me and makes itself felt even more than 
the deep satisfaction of the past and present.” Old 
friends had been delighted. One of them, Mme. 
Bodichon, had discovered the authorship, though she 
had only inferred it from extracts in the reviews. 
Her friends the Brays were not so perspicacious, and 
were “overwhelmed with surprise” when in June sho 
rovealed the secret to them. She reopened her ac- 
(|uainiancc with M. ,D’ Albert by announcing to him 
that she had “turned out” to be, like him, “an,-, 
artist,” though in words, not %vith the pencil Mr. 
Herbert Spencer wrote an “ entbusiastie ” letter, and 
declared that he felt the better for reading the book. 
ll-Irs. Carljde felt her, self in “charity with the v/hola 
human I'ace” after the same experience, though her 
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husband apparently could not be persuaded to try 
•'.vhether his views of the Trace could be softened by 
the same application. Letters from .Fronde and John 
Brown of liah and his 2''rienfh called forth grateful ac- 
knowledgments. Follow-novelists were equally warm. 
Dickens made her personal acquaintance, and begged 
for a novel in Household IVnrds. Charles Ileade de- 
clared that “Adam Bede vas tlie finest thing since 
yiiakespeare.” hirs. G-askell said how “earnestly, fullM, 
and Jiumhhj'' she admij-cd both AJanh Bede and its 
precursors. “ I Jiovcr read anything so complete and 
beautiful in fiction in rny life before.” Bulwer, with 
less cxpaiisiveness, pronounced the book to be “worthy 
of great admiration,” and congratulated Blackwood 
upon his discovery. He thought, it seems, from a 
later note, that the defects of the hook were the use 
of dialect and the marriage of Adam Bede. “I would 
have my teeth drawn,” says George Eliot, “rather 
than give up either.” One comic incident occurred 
amidst this general chorus of praise. The originals of 
some of the de.scriptions in the novel had been guessed 
by people familiar with the neighbourhood ; and in 
searching for an author, they had guessed at a Mr. 
Liggins, who dwelt in that regioii. A Warwickshire 
friend, writing to the real author, asked her whether 
.she had read the l.iooks written under the name of 
George Eliot, and told her the secret of the Ligtgins 
authorship. Mr. Liggins, he added, got no profit out 
of Adam Bede, and gave it freely to Blackwood. The 
incident -was not unparalleled. A young lady, .shortly 
after this time, made a false claim to one of Trollope's 
stories, then appearing anonymously in a magazine. 
The claim being kiken seriouslv, she had not the 
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heart to disavow it; and her father soon afterwards 
called upon the proprietor to inquire indignantly why 
his daughter had been allowed to write gratuitously. 
It does not appear whether hir. Liggins accepted the 
authorship or only refrained from a direct disavowal. 
The claim seems to have caused rather more vexation 
than v.'as necessary ; hut the main result was that the 
secret soon became known. It had been revealed to 
^iJlackwood iir the previous year (Feh. 1858), soon after 
the publication of the Clerical Scenes, 



CHAPTEE VI. 


Adam Bede had not been long in the hands oi 
readers when a new novel was begun. At the end 
of April 1809 George Eliot had finished a short story 
called ‘‘The Lifted Veil” — taken up as “a resource 
when her head was too stupid for more important work ” 
— and was about to “ rewrite ” the first tw'o chapters of 
the novel which ultimately received the ncame of The 
Mill on the Floss. ■ The fir.st volume was finished before 
October, the second on 16th January, and the third on 
21st March 1860. It appeared at the beginning of 
April, rivalled Adam Bede in its immediate popularity, 
and sustained or increased her reputation with the 
, '■ most thoughtful readers. In one respect, as already 
intimated, it is clearly the most interestiTjg of all her 
•" : f jjooks. In the Beenes of Olerieul Life she had made 

^ V ; us® the stories current in the early domestic circle ; 

: in Ad-am Bede she h«ad drawn a portrait of that circle 
' - ; itself ; and she now took herself for a heroine, and 
> » the first two volumes become virtually a spiritual 
,,, autobiography. The title originally suggested, “Sister 
Maggie,” is really the most appropriate. The external 
- circumstances have, of course, been altered. Tiio scenery 
, is supposed to belli Lincolnshire, and tlie town of 
»8t. Ogg’s is said to' represent Qainsborough. But her 
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native district still sii,pplies the details. The '‘round 
pool,” to Tvhich she had gone on fishing expeditions 
with her brother, and the “Eed Deeps,” which had 
been a favourite haunt, are transported from Grifi‘ to 
Dorlcote Mill. The attie to which Maggie retires in ' 
the mill is the attic to which George Eliot had retired 
in her father’s house. Her brother, we are told, had 
already detected her in her first story. iShe was now 
r^ealed, not only to him, but to her old neighbour.?!, 
by the closeness of her descriptions. The important 
point, however, is her identity with the heroine. The 
elder Tullivers do not represent her parents; and the 
brother Tom, it is to be hoped, was at most vaguely 
suggested by the real Isciac Evans. But Maggie 
Tiilliver, spite of certain njodifications — the remark- 
able personal beauty, for example, which has for good 
reasons to be bestowed upon her — evidently repre- 
sents as clearly as possible what George Eliot would 
have been had she been transplanted in her infancy 
to some slightly difiierent family in the same district. 
Although many of the best novels in the language | 
are autobiographical, there is hardly one which gives | 
so vivid and _ direct a representation of the writer’s 
most intimate characteristics. It is proper, I believe, 
to speak of such writing' as “subjective’’ — an epithet 
which .sometime.? suggests an erroneous inference. 
Every genuine description i.s subjective in the sense 
that it must give the writer’s own impressions, and is 
not a mere adoption of language which ha.s recorded the 
impres.sions of others. But it need not be “subjec- 
tive ” in the sense of giving the individual peculi- 
arities alone. >Self-knov, dodge implies also knowledge 
of our common human nature. The novelist spealcs 



GEOROE ELIOT. 


for US because he speaks for himself. The actual 
“ confession/’ of course, depends for its interest upon 
the interest of the character revealed: and if that 
charactei' be one of great moral and intellectual power, 
and an impi*essive incarnation of an interesting type 
of the human species, the direct utteratice of its 
emotions has a peculiar fascination. “To rny feeling,” 
.said George Eliot, “ there is more thought and a pro- 
foimdei' veracity in The Mill than in Athmi-, but AdF:)) 
is more complete and better Intlancod. My love of 
the childliood scenes m;ide me linger o^■er them, so 
that I could not develop as fully as I wished the con- 
cluding ‘book/ in which the tragedy occurs, and 
which I had looked forward , to with much attention 
and premeditation from the beginning.” Buhver had 
made this criticism, and had also found fault with the 
.scene in which Maggie accepts Toni’s dictation too 
passively^ She admitted that he was right in both 
cases, and both remarks were, as we shall see, signifh 
cant. The Mill on the Floes, indeed, considered simply 
as a story, obviously suffers from the disproportionate 
development of the earlier part; but I do not think 
tliat any reader could wish for a change which would 
sacrifice the revelation of character to the requirements 
of the plot. Taken by itself, the iirsfc part of The Mill 
represents to my mind the culmination of George 
Eliot’s power. , Maggie is one example of the feminine 
type ' which occurs with important modifications in 
most of the other stories. But George Eliot throws 
henself so frankly into Maggie’s position, , gives her 
“ doubligi/J siiehd-:«isailifcy by the wayward foi]>ie.s as.'sociatcd 
with her nobler impulses, and dwells so lovingly upon 
^lllTier joys' and sorrows, that the character glows with 
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a more tender and poetic cbarm than anj of her other 
heroines. I suppose that Dinah ]\Iorris would bo 
placed higher in the scale of morality; but if the 
test of a heroine’s merits he the reader’s disposition 
to fall in love with her (and that, I confess, is mv 
owm), I hold that Maggie is vforth a wilderness of 
Dinahs. 

One result of this sympathy with her heroine is ; 
"“^conspicuous. No book, I imagine, ever set forth so 
clearly and touchingly the glamour with which the 
childish imagination invests the trivial and common- 
place, There is enough poetry in all of us in our 
earlier years to enable us to appreciate the truth, 
though I'are genius is recpiircd to recall so vividly 
the old associations and to bring out so tenderly 
their pathetic side. We all have enough poetry left 
beneath our layers of commonplace to share Maggie’s 
emotions in the attic, with its high-pitched roof, its 
worm-eaten floors and shelves, and dark rafters 
festooned with cobweb.s, where she keeps her “ Fetish ” : 
the trunk of an old doll, into whose head she drives 
nails in emulation of Jael’s feat as pictured in the 
Family Bible. We can understand, too, the ‘*dim 
delicious awe” produced by the ‘‘resolute din, the un- 
resting motion of the great stones ” in the mill, where 
the meal pours down till the very spider-nets look 
like a fairy bulwark. Maggie speculated ©.specially 
upon the “fat floury spider.s,” and their probable rela- 
tions to spiders of the outside world. Toads and ear- 
wigs become actors in other little romances. She 
confides to her little cousin that Mrs. Earwig is running 
so fast to fetch a doctor for a small earwig that has 
fallen into the hot copper. Brother Tom shows his 
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matter-of-fact character by smashing the earwig “'as a 
superfluous yet easy means of proving the entire 
unreality ” of such a story. The imaginative faculty 
transfigures toads and earwigs and invests with 
mystery the round pool, framed with willows and tali 
reeds, where she delights in the “whispers and dreamy 
silences/’ listens to the “ light dipping sounds of 
the rising fish and the genile rustling as if the wiliow.s 
and the reeds and the water lend their happy whisper-' 
ing also.” Her life“i.s to change, but the old joy can 
never be quite lost. “ Our delight in tlie sunshine on 
the deep-bladed grass to-day would he no more than 
the faint perception of wearied souls if it were not for 
the sunshine and the grass in the far-off years which 
still live in us and transform our perception into love.” 

I. Meanwhile, however, imagination is a faculty which 
I has its disadvantages when it is placed in uncongenial 
surroniidings. Its possessor or victim has to sulier. 
terrible raps over the knuckles from the Tom Tullivens. 
“Those bitter sorrows of childhood!” she exciaimis, 
“when sorrow is all new and strange, wdien hope has 
not yet got wings to fiy beyond the days and weeks, 
and the space from summer to summer seems measure- 
^ less I ” C4eorge Eliot insists upon this text, and the 
I absurdity of telling a child that its real troubles are 
( to^eome. “ We have sobbed piteously, standing with 
tiny bare legs above our little socks, when we have 
lost sight of a mother or nurse,” but "we can no longer 
revive the poignancy of the moment. “ Surely if we 
could recall that early bitterness and the dim guesses, 
the strangely perspoctiveless conception of life that 
gave the bitterness its intensity, we should not pooh 
pooh the griefs of our children.” I would not ven- 



ture to pronounce upon the general soundness of the 
doctrine ; in that matter we all generalise from our 
private ex^^erience, and are very liable to illusions; 
but the truth for a child of Maggie’s peculiarities is 
undeniable and most pathetic. When she is not only 
snubbed by Torn, .but roused to jealousy by hi.s kind- 
ness to her cousin laicy, “there were passions at war 
in her to have made a tragedy, if tragedies were made 
lif passion only; but the essential rt (dyedos: who 
was present in the passion was wanting in the action : 
the utmost Maggie could do, with n- thrust of her 
small brown arm, was to push poor little pink-and- 
white Lucy into the cow-trodden mud.” The remai'k 
indicates the curious power of the book. The chief r 
actors are childreir, their surroundings are of the •! 
dullest and narrowe.st conceivable, and yet we are i 
spectators of a drama with really Tragic interest, “ ISlut 
Leonore,” we are told, “in that preternatural midnight 
excursion with her phantom lover, wa,s more terrified 
than poor Maggie in her entirely natural ride on a 
.short-paced donkey with a gipsy behind her, who 
considered that he was earning half-a-crown.”.- The 
bray of another donkey under, the setting sun becomes 
portentous, and the low cottages which .she passe.s 
suggest a probable habitation of witches. 

The MiU on the Flo^s, so far, is a singularly pow'erfnl 
presentation, by help of her personal memories, of the 
theme of Andersen’s “ugly duckling”; the seed of 
genius cast upon barren ground and yet managing 
to find sufficient nurture from the most unpromising ; 
materials. It is tlie mox’e effective because the : 
tragic .side is not too prominent. There is none of 
the brutal tyreamy wliicli ' crudes some children -in 
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pathetic fiction. Maggie, on the whole, in spite of 
all her scrapes, lias a good many happy hours, and is 
child enough to accept the unintentional stupidities of 
her family circle as part of the inevitable. She is not 
conscious of being a misunderstood genius ; she only 
sutlers because she has vague aspirations and longings, 
but does not feel henself to be enslaved or bound to overt- 
revolt. fi'he circle, forming the prose element against 
which lier poetic impulses are to struggle, is dra\^i 
with a force and humour which, but for the author’s 
distinct disavowal, would convince us that it was a 
study from the., life. Indeed, though we have to admit 
that there was no actual counterpart of Mrs. Cllcgg 
or the Pullets, wo must suppose that some of their 
characteristic traits were taken from real people, 
though more or less modified and put into different 
combinations. Certainly we seem to be reading a 
direct transcript from early jecollections when we 
pay"a''Tisit to the 'Pullets with Mrs. Tnliiver and her 
children, when Mrs. Pullet devoutly exhibits her new 
bonnet, and is moved by the solemnity of die occa-simi 
to thoughts of human mortality, ‘‘Ah,” she said at 
last, “ I may never ■wear it twice, sister, who knows ? ” 
“ Don’t talk o’ that, sister,” answered Mrs. Tnliiver ; 
“ I hope you'll have your health this summer.” “Ah, 
but there may come a death in the family, as there 
did soon after I had my green satin bonnet. Cousin 
Abbott may go, and we can’t think o’ wearing crape 
less nor half a year for him,” “That wiM be un- 
lucky,” said Mrs. Tnliiver, entering thoroughly into 
the possibility of an inopportune decease. The gloom 
becomes,. overpo'wering; and Mrs, Pullet, “beginning 
to cry,” closes the scene worthily by saying, “Sister, if 
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you should novor sec that bonnet again till I ’m dead 
and gone, you ’ll remember I showed it you this day.” 
And so they descend to the amiable Mr. Pullet, Avho 
solaces his mind 'ivhcn at a loss for conversation with 
lozenges and peppermint-drops, and is the proud 
possessor of a niusieal-box. His profound re.spect 
for his wife is shown by his memory of the right 
time for taking her doctor’s stuff. “ There s the pills 
Itofore cvexy other nighty and the new drops xit 
eleven and four, and the 'fervescing mixture’ when 
agi'eeablc,” rehearsed Mr. Pullet, with a punctuation 
determined by a lozenge on his tongue. .Doctor 
Turnbull,” he adds, “hasn’t got such anotheir patient 
as you in this parish, now old hli's. Sutton’s gone.” 
“Pullet,” says his wife, touched by this delicate com- 
pliment, “ keeps all my physic bottles — did you know, 
Bessy '? He won’t have one sold. He .says it ’s nothing 
l:iut right folks should see ’em when I’m gone. They 
fill two o’ the. long storeroom .shelves ali'oady — but,” 
she added, begin nixig to cry a little, “it’s well if they 
over fill three. I may go before I’ve made up the 
dozen o’ these last sizes.” The conversation runs on 
with such admirableuiaturalnoss, that we can but take 
it as the echo of such talks as were once the staple of 
conversation at Chilvers-Coton. We may look out 
upon old fdniis as'' we are hurried past thorn in the 
raiivvay and wonder whether they still shelter Tullivers 
and Dodsons, and possibly ask the more inscrutable 
question, whother the talk of some ladies nearer 
home may not in -its essence resemble the remarks 
of Mrs. Pullet. - 

The previous books were meant as revelations of 
the romance to be found under the most commonplace 
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exteriors. ^ It becomes a problem whether this bit of 
comuaoiipldce is not too sordid. It is irradiated 
by noyublimo principles, no romantic visions, no active 
self-rcnonncing faith, moved by none of those wild, 
uncoiitroilablc passions which create the dark shadows 
of misery and crime— without' that primitive rough 
simplicity of events, that hard submissive ill-paid toil, 
that childlike spelling out of what nature has written 
. which gives its poetry to peasant life.” George Elio^ 
admits that she shares the sense of oppressive narrow- 
ness, but wishes to shorv how it acted upon the vouug 
souls immersed in it. And, after all, she holds tha.t 
it had its good results. I,fe^i;gIigion vras simply blind 
acceptance of tradition, and its morality adherence to 
established customs. The religion meant going to 
church ^ on proper occasions; being bapti^sed, because 
otherwise one could not be buried ; and taking care 
that there should bo the ‘‘proper pall-bearers and well- 
cured hams at one’s fimoral.” Mr. Tullivcr took much 
the same view of the services as Tennyson’s immortal 
farmer from tne same region. He considered, how- 
c^er, that ‘‘church was one thing unci common-sense 
anO'.her, and he wanted nobody to tell him what 
commoii-soiise wnis. He shows a. touch worth v of 
the “Korthern .Farmer” when he orders lus son to 
record in the Family Bible a declaration that he will 
not forgive his enemy, and hopes that evil may befall 
a strain of the old "Viking blood in him 
after ail, and it is more or less shov/n in the morality. 
The liodsons were “a very, proud race no one shoiiid 
be able to tax them with a breach of traditional duty. 
So, even when Mrs. Glegg, the most nagging and con- 
tradictory .of theia a,ll, (quarrels with her sister, she 


feels boimcl to leave t3ieir fair share of her ])roperty 
to her sister’s children. Tlieir pride Avas vdiolesome, 
as it identified honour with '^‘perfect integritv, 
thoroughness of work, and faithfulnoss to admitted 
rules.” Mr. Glcgg, like his neighbours, was “near”; 
he had made money vorj?- slowly, by steady parsimony, 
and savijig had become an end in itself. He would 
have thought it a “mad kind of lavishness” to give 
away a five-pound note to save a poor widow’s 
** furniture, but he was really sorjy for her; arid was 
as anxious to save other people’s money as his owni. 
The Tullivers had warmer hccU’tvS and more impulsive 
characters than their neighbours, and discharge their 
faihily duties from genuine affection as well as from 
a sense of traditional affection. Mr. Tullivcr’s kind- 
ness to his ruined sister atones for his recklessness 
and his perverse passion for “ lawdng ” ; and his love for 
his “little wench” gives her main consolation under 
the tronhlcs of her childhood. Her sympathy for him 
under his troubles and illness is a natural stage in the 
development of her finer qualities. 

So far, if it bo true that George Eliot’s fondness for 
the old memories had betrayed her into some dia- 
pro23ortionate length, no one can deny the exira- 
orcliiiary skill and force with which the situation i& 
jjreparcd. We may miss at times the more idyllic 
elements represented by Mrs. Poysers circle, though 
the charming pedlar Bob Jakin. brings some of the old 
w-it and quaint humour into tlie less exhilarating sur- 
roundings. At any rate, the mine is very elieetually 
laid, and we tk)-w have to watch the explosion. Maggie, 
with her pathetic atiemjffs.to snatch at any floating 
bits of learning that nmy enable her intellectual wings 
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to expand, has gone through her creator’s experience 
in a rather more trying form. fShc has had to feed 
upon Defoe’s History of the Deoils and made attempts 
to draw honey from the Latin Cl I'ammar, Euclid, and 
Aldrich ; and now that a happy chance has introduced 
her to a Kempis, we can see that she is fitted to 
receive consolation, under the dry and barren outward 
life, in some form of religious mysticism. When the 
sensitive and artistic Philip. Wakem, made eager for 
consolation by his deformity and his own domestic*’ 
difficulties, meets the beautiful young woman, we are 
also not surprised that her longings for sympathy should 
turn to a human object. On both sides there is ample 
opportunity for awaking love and pity. It is natural, 
again, that' the position should bring her into collision 
with her brother. He has no turn for jioetiy and art 
and mysticism, but his plunge into difficulties has called 
•out the sturdy qualities of the Tulliver race, and we 
sympathise with his energy in retrieving the family 
fortunes. The quarrel arises inevitably when he finds 
that his sister is in love with a youth, not only deficient 
in the manly qualities, but son and heir to the enemy 
against whom he has inscribed a vow of vengeance. 
That he should take a decided course of action under 
the circumstances is only to be expected. Nor, 
perhaps, is it surprising that he behaves like a brute. 
There is plenty of “ heredity ” to account for that. 
Put here is a first difficulty. George Eliot admitted, 
as I have said, that the secne hetwocn brother and 
sister was not quite satisfactory. The young wmuan, 
with her high-wrought enthusiasm, .submits too pas- 
sively,’” not to sa^q tamely, to Ids imperious inter- 
ference. She confesses that she has done wrona, and 
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promi.ses not to see her lover again in private. Tom’s 
Leliaviourj I fancy, makes him simply offensive to 
most people, though it seems to be obvious that we 
are intended to retain a certain regard for him. The 
failure seems to me to be easily explicable. I heard 
once from a most intelligent lady of an elder genera^ 
tion that tlie agitation for women’s rights was absurd, 
because as a matter of fact all women like, and always 
like, to be slaves. Younger ladies, it is true, have 
assured me that this is a complete mistake, and that 
women have as strong an objection as men to be 
objects of tyranny. I should be afraid to express any 
opinion upon a question in which women must be the 
best judges. Yet T am half inclined to guess that, 
along with other conservative tendencies, Q-eorge Eliot 
had inherited some sympathy with this plder view. 
Of course, she vmuld be the last person to approve the 
tyranny of brothers or husbands, and is only trying 
to do justice to the moral code accepted in St. Ogg’s 
circles, of which it was a part that the family should 
be under masculine supremacy. The true difficulty is 
again, as I take it, that she was too thoroughly 
feminine to be quite at home in the psychology of the 
male animal. Her ■women are — so far as a man can 
judge — unerringly drawn. lYe are convinced at 
every point of the insight and fidelity of the analysis ; 
but when she draws a man, she has not the same 
certainty of touch, Slie is, I have suggested, a little 
too contemptuous when the >Samson yields to the 
Delilah ; and ■when he asserts his privileges, his strength 
is apt to be too like brutality. Manj.' 'I’ustic Tom 
Tullivers would, no doubt, ride roughshod over sisterly 
sensibilities ; but if we. are to retain sympathy for 
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their better naturej they should suou' inoro ttvingcs: 
of eon.scieoee. Tom’s profouiid conviction that what- 
ever he does is therefore right, is no doubt charaeter- 
istic; ; but ho might at least feel that lie is doing a 
painful duty, and not bo represcuted as utterly 
insensible to the claims of the old childi.sh affections. 

Tlie comparative weakness, however, of masculine 
portraits has a more unpleasant result. She admits that 
the tragedj which follows is “not adequately prepared.^ 
She w'ill ^halways regret” the want of fulness in the 
treatment of the third volume, due, as she says, to 
tl'ie BrciU^mto which she 'was beguiled by love 

of her subject in' its predecessors. But she defends 
the position itself, which many readers have condemned. 

Maggie’s position towards Stojihen t-luesb — uj>on 
wdiich the tragedy turns — is,” .she .says, “ too vital a part 
of my tvhole conception and purpose for me to bo con- 
verted to the condemnation of it. If I am wrong 
there — if I did not really know what roy heroine would 
feel and do under the circumstances in which I de- 
liberately placed her — I ought not to have written 
this book at all, but quite a dhlerent w’ork, if any, If 
the ethics of art do not admit tlie truthful pre.senra- 
fcion of a character essentially noble, Imt liable to great 
erroV-h-error that is anguish to its own nobleness — 
then it seems to me the ethics of art arc too narrow, 
and must be widened to correspond wdih a whlening 
.psychology.” Without discussing the eihics of art,” 
we may,, I should think, -fully agree that the critical 
canon thus abjured is erroneous, I am not aware, 

. however, that any professor of marheiies has kid 
down the rule, that if 'is wrong to r6.pre3ent a, noble 
' ehara.qtW led into fatal error, and eonsoquenfe remorse. 


VI.] 


TBE MILL OM TILE FLOSS. 


69 


by its w'yakuessea. I should have supposed that 
nothing could be a more legitimate topic, George 
Hiot is unintentionally clianging the i.ssue upon which 
a defence is really required. We have sympathised 
keenly with Maggie, We understand the 'Gstrange 
thrill of awcG’ which passes through her vvhen passages 
from the Imitation of Chri;4 affect her like a strain of 
solemn music ; when she infers that the miseries of 
J 3 .er young life had come from fixing her heart on her 
own pleasure ” ; and saw the possibility of looking at 
her own life as ‘‘an insignificant part of a divinely 
guided whole.” She forms “ plans of self-humiliation 
and entire devotedness, and fancies that renunciation 
will give her ” the satisfaction for which .slic Iiad so long 
been “craving in vain.” “ She had not perceived — ho^v 
could she until she had lived longer 1 — the inmost 
truth of the old monk’s outpourings that renunciation 
remains sorrow, though sorrow willingly borne, 
i\Iaggie was still pantingf or happiness, and was in ecstasy, 
because she had found the kej- to it.” That is beauti- 
fully said, and is followed by an admirable account 
of her effort to attain the true spirit. When, again, 
Philip AYakem urges her not to stifle human affec- 
tions, and persist in a “ narrow asceticism,” and assures 
her tliat “ poetry and art and knowledge are .sacred and 
pure,” we can quite see the force of the argument, 
and understand -^vliy it should be the prologue to a 
love-scene a little later. After an appeal from Philip, 
Maggie at last “smiled with glistening tears, and 
then stooped lier tali head to kiss the pale face that 
was full of pleading, timid love like a woman’.s. She 
had a moment of real happiness then — a moment of 
belief that, if there were sacrifice in this love, it was 
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all tlie rieher , and more satisfying.’’’ The ‘‘renuncia- 
tion” and the desire for happiness may be reconciled. 

With Tom Tulliver in the background, we have 
now abundant material for tragedy. But, at the 
opening of the third volume, we are abruptly intro- 
duced to a new character. Maggie has become a young 
lady, visiting her cousin. The “fine young man,” 
snapping a pair of scissors in the face of the “King 
Charles” spaniel on Miss Lucy Deane’s feet,“is no-^ 
other than Mr. Stephen Guest, whose diamond ring, 
attar of roses, and air of nonchalant leisure at twelve 
o’clock in the day are the graceful and odoriferous 
result of the largest oil-mill and the most extensive 
wharf in St. Ogg’s.” In ' other words, Mr. Guest is a , 
typical provincial coxcomb, with a certain taste for 
music, fitted no doubt to excite the admiration of young 
ladies at St. Ogg’s. No attempt is made to suggest that 
he is anything but a self-satisfied commonplace young- 
gentleman, who has condescended to accept the 
hand of Miss Deane. There is no difficulty in under- i 

standing him and his manners. When he dances 
with Maggie at a ball soon afterwards, and takes her 
into a conservatory, she looks very lovely as she j 

stretches her arm to a rose. “ Who has not felt the i 

beauty of a woman’s arm ? — the \inspeakable siigges- - j 

tions of tenderness that lie in the dimpled elbow, and ' 

all the varied gently lessening curves, down to the i 

delicate wrist with its tiniest almost imperceptible ' 

nicks in the firm softness ? A woman’s arnr touched 
the soul of a great sculptor two thou.sand years ago, so 
that he wrought an image of it for the Parthenon which 
moves* us still as it clasps lovingly the timeworn marble | 

’of a headless trunk. Maggie’s was such an arm as that, ' 
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and it hud the ivarin tinis of life. A mad impulse 
seized on Stephen ; lie darted to^rarda the arm and 
showered kisses on it,, clasping the w.rist,'’ It is 
curious that a little later (ISGij George Eliot de- 
scribes a “divine picture'’ by Sir F. Burton, in which 
a mailed knight is kissing the arm. of a ■woman “by an 
uncontrollable movement.” The subject, she says, is 
from a, “Norse Legend.” It “might have been made 
»t.he most vulgar thing in the ivorld — the artist has 
raised it to the highest pitch of I’efmed emotion. The 
kiss is on the fur-lined sleeva that covers the arm, and 
the face of the knight is the face of a man to ■whom the 
kiss is a sacrament,” Mr. Stephen Guest’s performance 
does not strike one in the sacramental light. Maggie 
is properly angry and astonished at the time, but 
she soon becomes more amenable ; and though she has 
scruples, and goes through a “fierce battle of emotions,” 
she preKsently finds herself drifting to sea with him in a 
boat, and is only arrested by her conscience at the last 
moment when she is some "way to^vvards Gretna Green, . 
Renunciation gets the better of the longing for happi- 
Jicsa. “We can only choose,” she says, “■whether -we will 
indulge ourselves in tlio present moment, or wdiether 
■we will renoitnce that for the sake of obeying the 
divine voice ■within us, for the sake of being true to 
all the motives that sanctify our lives.” To let this 
belief go -would be to lose the only light in the dark- 
ness of life. She return .^ ; but the knot is insoluble, 
and has to be finally cut by the ■waves of the Floss. 
(Tcorge Eliot hcwself, admitting the need for more 
development, maintained, as we have seen, that the con- 
clusion -was right, and it has been defended upon the 
same ground. It is right, because the “psychology” 
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is riglit. Given the character and the circunistanees, 
that is, this was the inevitable outcome. It is, no 
doubt, painful and disagreeable that a .young woman 
of so many noble qualities .should bo guilty of such a 
stop ; but noble young women do make slips — that, I 
fear, is undeniable — and Maggie behaves as might bo 
expected from her previous history. That is -where I 
presume to doubt. Nobody, indeed, can deny that 
the passion of love is apt to generate illusions. Mos^ 
men vmuld probably be a}.)le to give examples from 
their own experience of the truth that young women 
who fall in love witli somebody else have a singular 
inability for forming a correct judgment of the truly 
valuable qualities of masculine character. The fact 
has often been noticed, and is frequcntlj^ turned to 
account by novelists, I will not deny that oven 
Maggie’s love for Stephen is conceivable. A young 
woman bi’dught up in Dorlcote Mill was no doubt 
liable to be imposed upon by a false appearance of 
gentlemanlike character. But, one thing seems to be' 
obvious. The whole tlieme of the book is surely the 
contrast between the “beautiful soul” and the common- 
place surroundings... It i.s the awakening of tlie 
spiritual and imaginative nature and the need of 
jSnding some room for the play of the higher faculties, 
whether in the direction of religious mysticism or of 
human affection. That such a 'character, with little 
experience of life and with narro-^v education, should 
fall into error is natural, if not inevitable. But then 
the. error should , surely correspond to some impulse 
which we can feel to be noble, Maggie may Ite 
wrong ' in" atiribii’t-ing higti qualities lo her hero; but 
we should eel' that, in her eyes, he has high qualities, 
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and that) the passion, if misdirected, is itself congenial 
to her better impulses. Miss Bronte’s heroinos fall in 
love with men whom the reader may dislike ; but it is 
because they take the men to be embodiments of great 
masculine qualities — cnergyjhonour. and real generosity 
— under rather crusty outsides. Therefore, though we 
/ may doubt the perspicacity of the hero-worship, wm do 
i not feci that the sentiment is in itself degrading. I 

there is this difficulty with pooi’^ Maggie. Her 
admiration for Mr. G-uest would be natural enough 
in the average miller’s daughter suddenly brought into 
a rather superior social scale and introduced to a well- 
dressed young man scented with ‘‘attar of roses.” 

But as Maggie, by her very definition, as one may say, 
is a highly exceptional young woman, she should surely 
have something exceptional in her love. ^Ve (ian 
understand her' sympathy with Philip Wakem, wko is 
a man. of heart, and whose physical infirmity is an 
appeal for pity; wc could have understood it if she 
had fallen in love with the excellent vicar of St. Ogg’s, 
who w’ould have been able to talk about a Kempis and 
religious sentimentalism ; and we might even have 
forgiven her if, after being a little overpowered by the 
dandified Stephen, she had shown some power of per- 
ceiving what a very poor anim.al he ivas. The ailair 
jars upon us, because it Jsjnot a development of her 
previous aspirations, but suddenly thfoivs a fresh and 
unpleasant light upon her character. No one will 
say that the catastrophe is impossible ; he, at least, 
who would pronounce dogmatically upon such matters 
must ])c a bolder man than I am; but neither, I think, 
can any one say that it was inevitable, or could ha%''e 
been expected, given the circumstances aiid the 



CHAPTEK VIE 


SILAS MAEUEn. , 

^Geokge Eliot had not yet exhausted the materials of 
her early recollections. In the autumn of 1860 she 
wrote a short story called JBroiJier Jacob) of which, 
as of its predecessor, The Lifted Veil, nothing need he 
said. But in the November of that year she began 
Silas Marner, which was finished in February 1861, 
and appeared by itself in hfarch, Blackwood, she says, 
does not surprise her by calling it ‘‘rather sombre.’’ 
She u'ould not have expected it to interest any one 
except herself (“since Wordsworth is dead”) had not 
Lewes been “ strongly arrested ” by it. The reference 
to Wordsworth is explained by her statement that it 
is meant to “set in a strong light the remedial in- 
fluences of pure natural human reL'itions.” She felt as 
if it would hare been more suitable to metre than to 
prose, except that there would have been less room for 
the humorous pasrsages. It was suggested, it seems, 
by a childish recollection of a “ linen-weaver with a 
bag on his back.” The recollection, it must be ad- 
mitted, can have counted for %'ory little in the develop- 
ment of a story wliicli is often considered to be her 
most perfect artistic performance. A curious literary 
coincidence — it can lia\c been nothing' more — is 
mentioned by Mathildc. Blind, Tlie Polish novelist, 
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Kraszewsld, wrote a novel called Jmnola^ Ihc 1* otter ^ 
said bo bo his masterpiece, and to have been translated 
into French, Dutch, and German, J crmola is an old 
servant who has retired to a deserted house in a 
remote village. He becomes almost apathetic in his 
solitude, till one day he hiids a deserted infant under 
an oak. He devotes himself to the care of the child, 
and is helped in the unfamiliar process of nursing by a 
kind old woman. His energies revive, he takes up the 
trade of a potter to make a living for his new charge, 
succeeds in the business, and is brought into friendly 
relations with his neighbours, Finallyj the eliild’s 
parents turn up and reclaim their son. Jerniola lias 
to submit, but afterwards runs off with tlio boy into 
the forests. There the child dies of hardship, and 
Jermola ends his days as a melancholy hermit. The 
treatment, says Miss Blind, is eritirely different from 
that of Silas Mtirner, but the leading motive is identical, 
and some of the details have, as will be seen, a curiously 
close resemblance. As there is clearly no question of 
copying, ive must infer that both writers hai'C worked 
out the,^ logical consequences of similar situations : 
Kraszewski’s version is more “ sombre,'’ though either 
his catastrophe or that of George Eliot is equally 
conceivable. The supposed event — the moral recovery 
of a nature- reduced by injustice and isolation to the 
borders of sanity — .strikes one perhap.s as more pretty 
than probable. At least, if one had to dispose of a 
deserted child, the experiment of dropping it by the 
cottage of a solitary in the hope that he would bring it 
up to its advantage and to his own regeneration would 
hardly be tried by a Judicious philanthropist. That, 
perhaps, is the reason which made C4eorge Eliot think 
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iL more appropriate for poetry. In an idyll in verse 
one is less disposed to insist uj)on prosaic probalii- 
litics, or apply the rules of life suggested bj* tbe experi- 
ence of tile Charity Organisation Society. In Silas 
J/arner George Eliot is a little tempted to fall into the 
error of the amiable novelists who are given to playing 
the part of Providence to their characters. It is true 
that the story .begins _ by^ _a pcinful case . of apparent 
.injustice. Silas Marner’s life has been embittered by 
the" casting of lots, which, on the principles of his sect, 
proves him to be guilty of the crime really committed 
by his accirser. But in the conclusion Providence 
seems to be making up for this little slip. The child 
is given to the weaver to recompense him for his 
sufferings, and, conversely, the real father is punished 
for neglecting his duty by the childlessness of his 
second marriage and the refusal of his daughter to 
accept him in place of her adopted parent. The 
excellent -Dolly Winthrop secs a difficulty. She holds 
that the parson could probably explain the mistake 
about the casting of lots, though even he would 
have to tell it in “ big word.?.” But slio is convinced 
that; ‘‘Them above has got a deal tenderer heart than 
what I have.” “ Tliere is plenty of trouble in the world, 
and things as wc can nover make out the rights on. 
And all as we ’ve got to do is to trusten, Master 
Marncr — to do the right thing as far a.s w'e knov’’, and 
to trusten.’" If Marner had acted on that principle, he 
wouIcltiT have “run away from his fcilow-crcatiires 
and been so lone,” I Avill not quarrel with bins. 
"tYinthrnp's solution of tlic ancient problem, nor witli 
the moral which she. deduces; and if the conebvsiun 
of the stor^\’ seems to imply that compensation for 
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‘ injustice may be expected in this life rather more con- 
fidenfcly than experience proves, another moral is also 
suggested. Mr. Godfrey Cass is driven to prevarica- 
tion and lying in order to conceal from his father that 
he has made a disreputable marriage, and to prevent 
his scamp of a brother from ousting him by revealing 
the result. His meanness answers admirably. The 
brother tumbles into a gravel-pit and is drowned, and 
the wife takes an overdose of laudanum at the rights 
moment. He is freed from all fear of exposure, 
marries the right young woman, and has, on the 
whole, a successful life. This may con.soIe people who 
think that the justice of Providence is called into play 
too clearly. But in truth the whole story is conceived 
* in a ■way 'which makes a pleasant conclusion natural 
and harmonious. It is saved from excess of senti- 
; mentalism by those admirable passages of humour, 
which, as we have seen, prevented the storj^ from being- 
put into verse. /SHas Marner, as it turned out, was 
to be the last work in which George Eliot was to draw 
an idealised portrait of her earliest circle. It is full of 
fadmiralde sketches from the squire to the poor weaver; 

I and the fanious scone at the “ llainbow is perhaps the 
I best specimen qf jier humour. The condescending 
parish clerk and the judicious landlord and the con- 
tradictious farrier, with their discussions of village 
traditions, their attempts at humotir, and the curious 
I mental processes which take the plaee of reasoning, are 
'delicibuLS and inimitabld. One secret is that wc can 
'* sympathise -with their humble attempts at intellectual 
. mtereourse. The brutality which too often underlies 
I a good deal of more refined satire comes out in the 
“vinflinching frankness,” ■which at the 'Miaiiibow” is 
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taken for the “most piquant form of joke.” The pre- 
sumption of the assistant 'clerk, "who hopes that he 
may have his own opinion of his vocal performances, is 
tempered by the remark that “ there ’d be two opinions 
about a cracked bell if the bell could hear itself,” and 
finally crushed by the critic who tells him that his , 
voice is “well enough when he keeps it up in his nose.” 
It's your inside “ as isn’t right made for music; it’s 
«o better nor a hollow stalk.” Much of the wit that 
passes current in more elegant circles differs from this, 
less in substance, than in the skill with which the 
sarcasm is ostensibly veiled. "Wlien Charles Lamb pro- 
posed to examine the bumps on the skull of an illiterate 
person, he was just as rude, though his rudeness is 
allowed to pass for harmless fun. The crude attempts 
of the natural man are redeemed from brutality by 
the absence of real , ill-nature. So the argument as to \ 
reality of ghostly, phenomena is a tacit parody upon a | 
good deal of the controversy roused by “Psychical ^ 
research,” Some people, as the landlord urges, couldn’t 
see ghosts, “not if they stood as plain as a pikestaff 
before ’em.” My wife, as ho points out, “can’t smell, 
not if she ’d the strongest of cheese under her nose. I 
never see a ghost myself ; but then I says to myself, 
very like I haven’t got the smell for ’em. I mean, 
putting a ghost for a smell, or else contrairiways. 
And so, I’m for holding with both sides,” The farrier 
retorts by asking, “ What ’s the smell got to do with 
it ? Did ever a ghost give a man a black eye ? That ’s 
what I should like to know. If ghos’es want me to 
believe in ’em, let ’em leave off skulking in the dark, 
and i’ lone places — let ’em come in company and 
candles.” “As if ghos’es ’ud want to be believed in 
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by anyliody so ignirantl ’' replies tlie pariah elerk. 
We have read something very like this, only expressed 
in the “ big words ” which Mrs. Winthrop left to the 
parson. One touch of blundering makes the whole 
world. kin; and in these good people, with their 
primitive views of logic and repartee and their quaint 
theology, we may, if we please, see a satire upon their 
betters, Eather, if wo accept George Eliot’s view, we 
have a kindly sympathy for the old order upon W'hiek 
she looked back so fondly. A modern “realist” 
w^ould, I suppose, complain that she has omitted, or 
tonehed too slightly for his taste, a great many re- 
pulsive and brutal elements in the rustic world. The 
portraits, indeed, are so vivid as to convince us of 
their fidelity ; but slm has selected the less ugly, and 
taken the point of view from which Ave see mainly 
Avhat Avas Avkoiesome and kindly in the little village 
community. Silas Marne?' is a masterpiece in that 
AAUxy, and scarcely equalled in English literature, unless 
by Mr, Hardy’s rustics in Far fru??i ihe Miuldiny Crowd 
and other early AAmrlcs. 

The novels hitherto noticed sugge.st an interesting 
comparison. M. Bruneticre in his study of the Jto?naa 
Naiumlide infers from them that George Eliot is the 
type and the fpunder of English “ naturalism.” Eng- 
lish novelists are hardly to be classified in separate 
schools so distinctly as their French riAmls; and i 
fancy that M. Bruneticre slightly exaggerates the im- 
portance and extent of the neAV departure. Boott, for 
example, though called a “ romantic,” is as much a 
“ naturalist ” in his descriptions of Dandie 1 >iuiuont or 
Edie Ochiltree as Geoi’ge Eliot in her Adam Bede or 
Tullxver. But’ M, Brunetiere fdiOAVS adnurably the 
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liftcnliar merits of the ' " English naturalism '' which 
sho represented. Her profound psychology, he says, 
her metaphysical .solidity and her nioral breadth, are 
displayed in that sympathetic treatment of the 
commonplace and ugly upon •which I ha-ve had to 
; insist. Sympathy of the heart „aud„ the intelligence is 
f ‘Hhe sour’ of this “ naturalisme.” It preserved her, 
as M. Brunetiere points out, not only from the coarse 
•brutalities of M. Zola, but from the scorn for the 
lonryem inwhicH ho finds the -weafe side of Flaubert^s 
Madame. Bovarij. This is the great set-off against the 
superior skill in unity of composition and thorough 
finish of style which must ke allo'wed to be a French 
characteristic. I will not try to expand a criticism 
which shows a true appreciation of G-eorge Eliot’s most 
admirable quality. I will only add that in a comparison 
of George Eliot -with French writers much would 
have to be said of George , Sand, whom she had read 
■with such enthusiasm, and in whose stories, of French 
country life we may find the nearest parallel to Siha 
Afarner. But though the affinity between the two 
great feminine novelists is sufficient to explain George 
Eliot’s appreciation of her rival’s sentiment and pa.ssioii, 
it does not seem to have suggested any appropriation 
of artistic methods. One palpable difference is that 
while George Sand poured forth novels ■with amazing . 
spontaneity and felicity, each of George Eliot’s novels 
was the product of a kind of spiritual agony. Some 
consequences, good or "bad, of George Eliot’s method 
•will become conspicuous. 
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The publicatioB of Silas Marner marks an important 
change in the direction of George Eliot’s work. The 
memories of early days are no longer to be the 
dominant factor in her imaginative world ; and hence- 
forth one charm disappears, however completely, to 
the taste of some readers, it may he replaced by others. 
She has begun, as we have seen, to consider theories 
about the relations of .ethics and aesthetics and psy- ; 
chology ; and hereafter the influence of her theory upon 
her writing vdll he more obvious. This brings one in 
sight of certain general canons of criticism, upon which 
I do not desire to touch any further than is necessary 
for an appreciation of C4eorge Eliot lierself. Yet the 
moral and philosophical implications of her novels are so 
prominent that it is impossible to omit altogether one 
or two questions as to their propriety. Many critics 
seem to lose their temper at any suggestion that a poem , 
* or a novel can have .any legitimate didactic purpose. ' 
Everybody must sympathise with their ' annoyance. 

' It is undeniably vexatious to take up a novel and iind 
that it is a pamphlet in disguise, and that the envelope 

■ fiction merely coats the insipid pill of a moral 
atitiide. : We have all suffered from such well-meant 
y>^^impositions' in our childhood; ‘Gre,” I mean, who 
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\vorQ born in tbc good old days wlien chilflreii read, 
the I’a/'e}}i’s Assidant and Hynms Jvr Infant Miivk. 
Somehow many ol the old stories with a moral were 
very delightful, I am still grateful to the author 
of Sandford and Mnion, thoiigh I fear that I did 
not assimilate the ethical teaching of the ojccellent Mr. 
Barlow. The objection, however, expresses a most 
undeniable and indeed painfully obvious proposition. 
There is, beyond all dis^jiite, a frindamcntnl distinction 
‘between the literature of the imagination and the 
•literature of scien^o. ‘‘Wc need not say,” observes 
theliistorfan of King Valoroso, “ that blank verse is not 
argument.” A novelist’s faeds can prove nothing, for the 
simple reason tha.t they' are fictions ; and his narrative, 

, when it is reasoning in disguise, becomes intolerable. 
But still we must ask, What is a poor novelist to do who 
happens to have been impressed by some of the great 
masters of thought, such as Plato or Spinoza, whose 
philosopliie.s are embodied poetry ? Is he to forget 
all the thoughts that have occurred to him in his 
philosophical capacity, and to \rrite as though he 
had no more speculations about the world or human 
nature than the most frivolous of his readers 1 
If his “philosophy” has really modified hi,s own 
microcosm, can lie drop it Avhen ho describes the 
world 1 And why should he be called upon to 
drop it I xMust lie not, at any rate, have some tinge 
of psychology '] 'When .Fielding ■'.vrotc Tom 
the first great English novel upon modern lines, he 
announced that he took “human nature” for his 
subject ; and all his .successors ha\'e aimed, according 
to their capacity, at providing us -with studies of the 
same subject from different points of view. W'e might 
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de.-?oril)0 this saying that iiciioii ran.sfc 'he applied 
ps^’chology. The f>hrase, no doubt, 'wuuid startle 
innocent readers who fear the intrusion of some 
hideous scientific doctrine. Tet it is a "ivay of stating 
a harmless commonplace. Shakespeare M*as, no doubt, 
a very different writer from Professor Bain. He did 
not write a treatise upon the Emofioufi. and the Will; 
but -when he described Hamlet, he imagined a character 
which forcibly illustrates the relation between those 
faculties. The merit, of the character depends upon 
the insight, and therefore upon the correctness of the 
psychology, though Shakespeare' had not read Baiii, 
nor ercii Bacon, and had never thought of the possi- 
biliLj of any such science, or of taking a stncntific view 
at all. To George Eliot, of course, ^■ariouH psycho- 
logical theoiies, Mr. Herbert Spencer’s and others, 
were familiar. They were too familiar, n e may fancy, 
when in defending Maggie Tulliver she appeals, as I 
have said, to the desirability of conforming to en- 
lightened expositions of modern psychology. That 
may suggest a possible danger — the danger of con- 
structing her characters out of abstract fornmlie 
instead of reversing the j>rocess. Bitt certainly it was 
not any abst]’aet theory that taught her that a girl of 
Maggie’s character would be likely to comfort herself 
with the mysticism of a Kempis, or to fall in love with 
Btephen Guest. She simply knew the fact from her 
own experience or her observation of others. But not 
the less, n'e may say without offence that lier insight 
is justified by psychology, and that Maggie, like 
Hamlet, .is profoundly interesting — not l^eeaiise her 
character has , been constructed from psychological 
formula, but because when preaented it oilers pro- 
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blems to tlie psycholGgist as fasd as any direct 
autobiography. The truthfulness goes far beyond 
any explanation from our crude guesses at tlie appro- 
priate scientific formula'. The imaginative intuition 
presents d'^e, concrete reality vhich no theorist can 
analyse into its eonsitituent elements, and we can 
recognise, though we cannot logically prove, its fidelity 
and subtlety. Nor need we really be frightened by 
the “philosophy.” Tliere is a rather quaint entry in 
her diary about this lime : “ Walked with George over 
Primrose Hill. We talked of Plato and Aristotle,” 
■'We may dread a pqsdble,, intrumpn of disquisitions 
upon the theories of tho.se sages into the uncongenial 
sphere of fiction as well as into familiar talk. But, 

' so far as wo have yet gone, I cannot perceive any 
ground for ofience of that kind. George Eliot was a 
“philosopher” in the sense that she had reflected long • 
and seriously with all her very remarkable intellectual 
power upon some of the greatest problems which can , 
occupy the mind. She had, in particular, thought of ' 
j the part which is played by the religious beliefs and 
' their real nieaning and value. She had accepted, more 
or less, a particular system, though hitherto at least 
she made no special reference to it, and certainly did 
not change her novels into propagandist inanifcstoos. 
,What, in fact, she had acquired Avas a cordial respect 
and sympathy for creeds embodied even in crude and 
.superstitious dogmas ; and .she had, therefore, de-scri bed ■ 
many type.s, which in less thoughtful minds suggested 
only ab.surditie3 and provoked caricatures, with the 
intention of laying -stress upon the nobler aspirations ; 
of such humble people as Silas Marncr and Dolly 
Winthrop. If by “philosophy” we understand some ■ 


116 


GEORGE ELIOT. 





[chap. 


raotapbysicai system constructed by logical subtlety, 
it lias certainly no direct relation to poetry : but if it 
corresponds to tbat state of mind in which the varying 
beliefs and instincts, even of the vulgar, have been 
considered with a, desire to understand and appreciate 
their value, then it is likely, I fancy, to give harmony 
and s3-mpathetic warmth to j)ictures of human life, 
Cieorgo Eliot’s merit in these novels is just proportioned 
to our sense that we are looking through the eyes 
of a tender, tolerant, and sjunpathetic obserrer of the 
aspirations of muddled and limited intellects. 

This suggests oho other stumblingblock. George 
Eliot speaks, we have seen, of the “ ethics of art,” and 
to some people this appears to im})ly a oontra<liction 
in terms. ^Esthetic and etliical excellence, it seems, 
have nothing to do with each other. George Eliot 
repudiated that doctrine indignantly, and I confess 
that I could never quite understand its meaning. The 
ethical” '\-aluc of artistic work, she held, is simph* 
its power of arousing s^nnpathv" for nobh'. (pudities. 
The "artist,” if we must talk a}>out that ]icrsonagy, 
must, of course, give true portraits of luiman nature 
and of the _ general relations of. man to Lbo universe. 
But the artist must also have a sense of beauty and, 
among other things, of the bcauu' tsf eliaractcr. He 
must recognise the charm of a loving nature, of a 
spirit of self-sacrifice, or of the chivalrous and manly 
virtues. He shares, indeed, with tlic scieniifie 
observer the obligation of seeing tilings as they are ; 
and must not only admit the prcvalemic of evil, but 
see even what “soul of girndncss” is to be found in 
thingv^ evil. He~mtist be as absolutch’ impartial as 
the physiologist describing the ph3?sical organisation. 
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But tlie impartiality does not imply insensibility. 
The fairest statement of the facts ought, if our 
■ morality be sound, to bring out the beauty of the moral 
character most fully. In fact, the charm of all the 
great novelists, from Oervantes downwards, consists 
essentially in the power with which they Have drawn 
attractive heroes, and won love both for them and 
their creators. If anybody holds that morality is a 
• matter, of faney, and that the ideal of the sensualist 
is as good as that of the saint, he may logically con- 
clude that the morality of the novelist is really a 
matter of indifference. I hold myself that there is 
some real difference between virtue and vice, and 
that the novelist will show consciousness of the fact 
in proportion to the power of his mind and the range 
of his sympathies. Whether, as a matter of fact, 
novels do exert much ethical influence is another 
question; and the answer depends a good deal upon 
the character of the readers. But I cannot doubt | 
that one secret of George Eliot’s power lay in a 1 
sympathy with many types in which was essentially,,. | 
implied a power of responding spontaneously to noble ' t 
and tender sentiment, 

George Eliot’, s theory of the relation of novels to 
morali ty appears to me to he so far ss,sentially sound. It 
inu,st be admitted, ho^rever, that theories are dangerous 
thing, s. They become shacldes or suggest erroneous 
applications of power. Tliey are dangerous to the 
spontaneity -which niarlcs a true imaginative inspir- 
aiiou. Tlie writer wlio wi,slies to enforce some moral 
maxim is apt not only to pervert facts, but to force 
h.i,s humour. He cudgels his bruin into framing illus- 
trations which he take,s for proofs. When this eiror 
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is avoided, even the most dii’ect didactic intention 
may cease to be mischievous. Richardson’s novels, for 
example, were gigantic tracts, written deliberately 
and intentionally to enforce certain moral doctrines. 
That did not prevent Clarissa Jiarhice from being one 
of the great novels of the world, nor was the Notwelle 
Hdloise of his disciple, Rousseau, less important on 
account of its didactic purpose. It does not matter 
so much why a writer should be profoundly interested ^ 
iti his work, nor to what use he may intend to apply 
it, as that, someliou'- or other, his interest should be 
aroused, and the world wliich ho creates l'»o a really 
living world for his imagination. This suggests the 
difficulty about George Eliot’s later writings. The 
'■ spontaneity of the early irovels is beyond all doubt. 

She is really absorbed and fascinated by the memories 
tinged by the old affections. We feel them to be 
characteristic of a thoughtful mind, and so far to 
imply the mode of treatment which we call philoso- 
' phicaL Her theories, though they may have guided 
the execution, have not suggested the themes. A 
much more conscious intention wa.s unfortunately to 
mark her later books, and the difficulties resulted of 
which I shall have to speak. 

The Leweses had lived at 8 Park Street, Richmond, 
from 1805 till the end of 1858. They then moved to 
■ Holly .Lodge, where .she formed an intimate friendship 
with the Congreves. Mr. Congreve was a leading 
member of the Positivist Society, which had much of 
her sympathy in the following years. In 1860, after 
the publication of the Mill on the Floss, they moved 
again to 16 Blandford Square. The union with Lewes 
had involved a breach with many of her early friends, 
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and in some cases ; the s was obviously 

painful. She declares that it was never a trial to her 
to have been cut off from what is called the /‘ world/’ 
and thinks that she “never loved her fellow-creatures 
the less for it/’ Still she has a ‘'peculiar regard” for 
those who stood by her at the time. “ The list of 
those who did so,” she adds, “ is a short one, so that I 
can often and easily recall it.” She explains a few 
days afterwards that she has made it a rule never to 
pay visits. " Without a carriage, and with m}' easily 
perturbed health, London distances would make any 
other rule quite irreconcilable for me with any 
efficient use of my days, and I am obliged to give 
up the Jev> visits which would l^e really attractive 
and fruitful in order to avoid the ■laany visits which 
would be the reverse.” Other reasons for the same 
course are obvious; but those mentioned were, no 
doubt, genuine and sufficient. The rest of her life wa.s 
passed with very little indulgence in society. Lewes’s 
children formed part of the household, though the}' 
were- mainly educated abroad. They were on thoroughly 
affectionate terms with her ; and, for the most part, she 
led a quiet domestic life, finding her chief recreation 
in music. She read, she says, slowly; but she read 
much, eschewing most modern literature of the lighter 
kind, and absorbing very thoroughly what she did 
read. The Life, afterwards published by Mr. Cross, 
■was made upon the plan, no doubt the right one, of 
telling her story from her ovm letters. There were, 
however, few' incidents to be told ; and Lotves under- 
took most of her correspondence. One result is that 
comparatively little is told, in her letters of iier later 
mental history. A great part of the correspondence 
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consists of acoornits of holiday tours, tvliich cannot be 
said to have any remarkable interest. In 1860, after 
finishing the Mill on the Floss, she made a tliree 
months' tour in Italy. "Visits to Italy have been a 
turning-point in the lives of many great English 
V, Titers; and this tour had, as we shall see, a very 
imijortant efieet upon (reorge Eliot, The diary and 
letters, however, in vriiirh it is described leave a 
disappointing blank. The Lcv;eses .saw Rome, Naples, 
Elorence, Venice, Milan, and other famous places ; 
went most conscientiously through all the regular 
sights ; and, of course, made plenty of Judieioiis and [ 
intelligent remarks. In Florence, for example, the}'" 
admire “ Bruiielicschi’s mighty dome” and “Giotto’s 
incomparable campanile.” They visit the palaces and 
the churches, and we have a list of the art treasures 
which specially attract them in the Pitti Palace and 
the Ilfiizi Gallery. In the Pitti Palace “there is a 
remarkably fine .sea piece by Salvator Piosa ; a strik- 
ing portrait of Aretino, and a ])OT'ti'ait of Ve.saliiLs by 
Titian; one of Inghirami liy Raphael; a delicious ro.sy 
baby — future cardinal — lying on a silken bed ; a placid, 
contemplative young woman, with her finger between 
the leaves of a book, by Leonardo da Vinci” — and 
so forth. No doubt it is all true: only one has read 
something very like it before; and with the help of 
Baedeker and hlurray one might make out sucli a list 
without being a great author. Of course, it would be 
absurd to infer that George Eliot did not receive many 
impv6ssion.s which slie did not confide to her diary. I 
must, however, confess that there is, to my mind, 
something cliaraeteihstic in the docility witli wduhR she 
accepts the part of the intelligent sightseer. There 
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are plenty of a25preciative remarks ; but none of tliose 
brilliant flaslios with which Euskin could light up the 
woll-worn topics of descriptive enthtisiasin, and couch 
our dull eyes to new aspects of familiar beauties. 
Wc feel that the man of genius gives his personal 
impressions, which are, therefore, more or less governed 
by accident or jjrejndice, but which, nevertheles.s, 
extort a jwtial assent, and at the lowest make us 
^jiore vividly conscious of one element in our emotions. 

,;(Teorge Eliot, .so fai* as this diary goes, seems to be 
simply recording the verdicts already pronounced l>y 
the most enlightened and respectable authorities. 


CHAPTEE IX. 
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The inference wliicb. I liavc just suggested may seem 
to be contradicted by facts. While at Florence George 
Eliot conceived '‘a great project/'' of which she wrote 
to Blaelvwood during her homeward journey. She is 
anxious to keep it secret, and it will require a great 
deal of “study and labour,’' but slie is “athirst 
to begin.” The project, as she shortly afterwards 
explains, is for a’ historical novel, the scene to be 
Florence, and the period that of Savonarola’s career. 
She postponed the work, however, till she had finished 
Silas M(rnwi\ and ihen made another visit to Florence 
in the spring of 1861. She .spent thirty-four days 
there in Mav and June, devoting the morning hours 
to “looking at .streets, book.?, and pictures, in hunting 
up old book.s at shops and stalls, or in reading at the 
Miigliabecfihian Library.” She- feels “very brave,” 
arid' enjoy.s the thouglu of work. “ It may turn out,” 
she adds, “that I caiJt work freely and full enough 
in the medium I have cliosen, and in that case I mu.st 
give it up ; for I will never write anything to which 
my Vrkole heart, mind, and conscience don’t consent; 
so that I may feel it was something — however .small 
— which wanted to be done in thi.s world, and that 
I am just the organ for that small bit of work,” 
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Nobody, it may safely be said, could liaye undertaken 
a great task in a more conscientious spirit. Ske was, 
as usual, tormented by “hopelessness and melancholy.” 
In August I “got,” she says, “into a state of so much 
>vretchedness in attempting to concentrate my thoughts 
on the construction of my novel, that I became despe- 
rate, and suddenly burst my bonds, saying, I will not 
think of vTiting.” A week later, however, she con- 
ceives her plot “ with new distinctness.” Gradually 
she gets to work, and. “ crams ”~if the word may pass 
— with amazing diligence. A list of the books which 
she read,., during, vth^ l‘^st half of 1861 gives some 
illustration of the course of study. Among them are 
Yillari’s and Burlamacchi’s lives of Savonarola, Machi- 
avelli, Petrarch, and other Italian authors, Sismondi’s 
history of the Italian republics, besides various excur- 
sions into Gibbon, Hallam, Heeren, and Muratori, and 
occasional digressions into other literary regions. She 
began Bomola “again” on January 1, 1862, and a note 
of three weeks later is suggestive. She bas been “ de- 
tained from writing by the necessity of gathering par- 
ticulars, first, about Lorenzo de’ Medici’s death ; 
secondly, about the possible retardation of Easter; third, 
about Corpus Cliristi Day ; fourthly, about Savonarola’s 
preaching in the Quaresima' '"of 1492.” She also 
finished La ifa/idrayok— -a second reading for the sake 
of Florentine expressions— -and began La OalejiJra. 
The question will intrude. What would have become of 
Ivanhoe if Scott had bothered himself about the po.ssibie 
retardabion of Easter t The answer, indeed, is obvious, 
that Ivanhoe would not have been written. Ojie of the 
results to George Eliot of this excessive conscientious- 
ziess is what might be anticipated. She bus looked 
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into some of the notebooks in wMch she recorded 
former fits of depression but,’’ she says, “it is 
impossible for me to believe that I have ever been 
in so unpromising and despairing a state as T now 
feel.” She has, however, made a start, and is as usual 
encouraged by Lewes’s applause. 

Soon after this G-eorge Smith, the eminent pob- 
ILsher, oflered £10,000 for the copyright of the new 
novel, of which some report had got abroad. I|e 
wished it to appear in the Cornhill 3I(ujazine, vAiich 
was still in its brilliant youth. Thackeray was just 
retiring from the editorship, but he and many others 
of the most eminent writers of the day were still 
contributors. George Eliot bad only Avritten about 
.sixty pages of her story, and AA'as still in the depths of 
depression. She doubted whether it AA^ould ever be 
finished or ever 'good for anything. Offers of £10,000 
are cheering eA^'en to the most high-minded author.^. 
Greater sums have been made by successful novelists 
in recent years, but at that time the proposal Avas one, 
as LGAA^es .said, of “unheard-of magnificence.’' She 
declined it at first on ilie ground of her unAAollingness 
to begin the publication at the early date first fixed ])y 
Smith (.May). AfterAA^ards, hoAvever, she accepted 
£7000 for its appearance in the Vornkil'l, Avhere it 
accordingly came out in fourteen parts, from July 
1862 to August 186J She had linislied the last 
number on the 9th June 1863. LeAves advi.sed her to 
accept thi.s perio<lical mode of publication, because he 
thouglit that tlie book AA'-ould haA’^e the advantage of 
being .studied slowly and deliberately, instead of being 
read at a gallop. It is understood that the experiment 
AA'as not k success in the magazine from the cum- 


rnercial point of view. To make up in some decree 
for this disappointment, she made a present to the 
OornhiU of Brother Jamh — the short and not very 
.satisfa.ctory fjtory previously written, llomola was not 
well adapted for being broken up into fragments, and 
some people, it appears, evaded Lewests ingenious trap. 
They waited till the work came out as a whole, or 
preferred not reading it at all to reading it “slowly.” 
Pi^rhaps it was too good for an audience of average 
readers. She received a great deal of pretty en- 
couragement “from immense big-wigs— some of them 
sajdng ih&t liomolLt is the finc.st book they ever read.” 
Some “big- wigs” were less enthusiastic, but the m.ore 
orthodox opinion was that Ihimola, was a literary 
masterpiece, though, full recognition of its merits Vrais 
a proo.f of superior taste. The success, to -whatever it 
amounted, had been won at a heavy cost. She felt at 
times as though she wore working under a heavy 
leaden weight. The -writing “ploughed into her” 
more than any of her other books. &',he began it, .she 
said, as a young woman, and finished it as an old 
woman. 

It would be absurd to speak -^vithout profound 
respect of a book -whicli represents the application of 
an exceptionally powerful intellect carrying out a 
great scheme with so serious and sustained a purpose. 
Tlie critic may v/ell he unwilling to place himself in 
the seat of judgment, or to suppose that he can divine 
■^vith any confidence what will bo the opinion of 
posterity, if that vague and -multitudinous body 
troubles itself to arrive at any definite opinion on the 
matter. On the otlicr luaid, it is not \-e.ry difficult to 
say what one thinks oneself, and one may hope to 





suggest a remark or two vrliieh may he worth at least 
the trouble of refuting. Romala is to me one of the 
most ■j.ii'OYoking of hooks, I am alternately seduced 
into admiration and repelled by Y'hat seems to me a 
niobt lamentable misapplication of first-rate powers. 
I will .speak frankly on both topics, without pretending 
to reach a precise valuation of merits. 

The “historical novel” is a literary hybrid which 
- is apt to ofrcncl opposite sides. Eitlim :bc historiji?! 

condemns it for its inaccuracy, or tljo novel-reader 
{ complains of its dulness. It is hard to avoid that 
' vjcylla and Charybdis. In my youth, T remember that 
classical sttideuts used to pore over two lively works, 
Gallus and CJiaridcs, which represented tlie efforts of a 
German professor to empty a dictionary of classical 
antiquities into the framework of a novel, '.I’hey were 
no doubt accurate, but I don’t know whether anybody 
over read them through. Scott’s historical romances, 
on the other hand, fascitiated the world, but are 
generally marked by a gallant indifference to any 
quantity of. anachronisms. A historical critic, I 
stipnose, would ,tear Ivaulwc to pieces, and forbid any 
stud Gilt to read a book which -^roiild confuse his 
ideas in direct projjortioji to the literary attracfi-^-eimss. 
Of course, we may request the historical critic to miufl 
Ills own business. I have often thouglit that the 
beginning of Ivanhoe, the scene in the forest wliere 
(Tiirtli and Wamba are chatting at the foot of the old 
barrow, and encounter the Templar and the Prior on 
their way to Cedric’s house, is the host opening of a 
story ever written. It , is inimitably graphic and' 
picturesque, and introduces us at once to a set of 
actors most, dramatically contrasted. Moreover, the 
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interest does not flag till certain unfortunate con- 
eessions to the old-fasliioiiod rules of storj-telling 
spoil the concluding scenes. Still it is true that the 
indiftcrenec to accuracy, or cren possibility, forces one 
to admit that it requires a rather juvenile readiness to 
accept the obvious unrealitic.s. It suggests the thought 
that the charm might be even heightened if, for ex- 
ample, Bobin Hood and Friar Tuck had a little stronger 
i:^serablauco to real or at least possible outlaws. The 
])robIem had been attacked by two or three of George 
Eliot’s contemporaries. Bulwer in Ricnd had, like 
George Eliot, found a theme in Italian history, bcside.s 
dealing with Harold and with AVarwick the Last of the 
Barons. Though Freeman admired Harold, and George 
Eliot read liiend respectfully, I do nob suppose that 
these rapid dashes into a mixture of fiction, history, 
and political philosophy can now” interest any one. 
Kingsley in Eyimiia and TVesiward Ho! had sliow'n 
abundant vigour as a story-teller, in spite of a large 
infusion of the religions and political pamphleteer j 
Itut did not convince readers that he had given the 
true spirit of his periods. Charles Beade's remaihable 
novel The Cloister and the Hearth, 'which appeared in 
1S61, was a more serious attempt to make general 
history into fiction, and has been greatly admired by 
some eminent critics, such as hlr, Swinburne, A^d^o 
possibly have in mind the comparison ivitli llomola. I 
only mention those books, how”cvcr, to justify the 
reraarle that, in a period w”hon the serious study of 
history was developing, the attempt to combine the 
vigour of Scott ■with more thorough knowledge of 
facts represented a very natural and plausible enter- 
prise. 
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may be taken for granted that the first condition 
of success is that you should become a contemporary 
of the society described. It is no easy task to go 
back fur some centuries; to immerse yourself so 
thoroughly in the extinct inodes of thought and 
sentiment that you can instinctively feel what the 
actors would have felt under the supposed circum- 
stances. You can see into the mind of a British rustic 
of sixty years ago, especially if you happen to har^ 
been his daughter; but to get back to the inhabitant 
of Florence in the fifteenth century requires a more 
diflSculb transformation. Did George Eliot achieve it 
even approximately 1 To that, as it seems to me, 
there can be but one answer. She saw most clearly 
that the feat %vas necessary. She tried to qualify 
herself most industriously, but the very nature of her 
preparation shows the extreme difficulty, or, as I think, 
the impracticability of the task. “She spent,” says 
an admiring critic, “six weeks” (really seven) “in 
Florence in order to familiarise herself with the 
manners and conversation of the inhabitants.” In 
spite of this, it is said, her characters, -when she began 
to write, not only “refused to speak Italian to her, 
but refused to speak at all,” By hard reading, how- 
ever, she reduced “ these rcculcitrant spirits to order,” 
and “ succeeded so well, especially in her delineation 
of the lower classes, that they have been recognised 
by Italians as true to Jife.” The Italians are 
an eminently intelligent as well as an eminently 
courteous people ; and we will hope that these 
anonymous critics had not to put any great .strain 
upon their consciences. Y"et one cannot help con- 
trasting this initiation into the Italian characteristics 
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with the unconscious process which had lasted for 
t^yenty years at Chilvers -Coton. Seven -ireeks is 
a brief period for acclimatisation in a new social 
atmosphere. If an intelligent Italian lady had spent 
seven v'eeks at the Charing Cros.s Hotel, walked 
diligently about Leicester Square and the Strand, 
read steadily at the British Museum, and rummaged 
old bookshops in back streets, how much knowledge 
^would she have acquired of the British costermonger ? 
Ho dou}>t with the help of a few books on London 
labour, and study of Sam Weller’s cockney slang, 
she might manage to make him talk ainl behave him- 
self in such a way that a critic could not put his huger 
upon any directly assignable blunder. There is, too, 
a certain likeness between human beings everywhere, 
which might save the costermonger from being a mere 
monstrosity. But one would not expect a very vivid 
realisation of the genuine Englishman ; nor can I 
see any indications that the description of the Italian ! 
“lower classes” in gets beyond careful obser- V 

vance of costume and commonplace.^ George Eliot had 
not, like some novelists, been primarily interested in .■ 
a period, steeped her mind in its literature simply for,-' 
the love of it, and then felt a pi’ompting to give form 
to her impressions. “They,” said Scott, speaking of 
certain imitators, “ have to read old books and consult 
antiquarian collections to get their kuowdedge. I write 
because I have long since read such works, and possess, 
thanks to a .strong memory, the information -which they 
have to seek for.”’- George Eliot had, it is to be pre- 
sumed, & fair knowledge of the general outlines of 
histuiy. She came to Florence as a highly' intelligent 
. ^ Journal, i. 2”5. 
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siglitseer , and it then st.ruck her that “'the place ’srould 
make a picturesque background, and that the Savon- 
arola period offered a number of interesting situations. 
She proceeded to get up the necessary knowledge ; 
hut with the result like that -wdiich happens when a 
manager presents Julius Cimer or Curiiilums in the 
costume “of the period.” The costume may be as cor- 
rect as the manager’s archfcologieal knowledge allows, 
but Julius Ciesar and Coriolanus remain what. Shakes- 

■ ■ ■ ■ M- 

peare made them, not ancient Romans at all, but 
frankly and unmistakably IClizabethans. 

Meanwhile the attempt to be historically accurate 
has a painfully numbing effect on her imaginatioii. She 
seems to be ahvays trembling at the possibility of an 
intruding anachronism. She tolls an admirable critic, 
R. II Siiitbh,’ tEat “there is scarcely a phrase, an in- 
cident, an allusion [in Hoinohi] that did not gather its 
value to me from its supposed subservience to my main 
artistic purpose.” She always strives after as full a 
vision of the rnediuiu in vrhioh a “character moves 
as of the character itself. The psychological causes 
whicli prompted me to give such details of Florentine 
life and history as I have given are precisely the same 
as those which determined me in giving the details 
of English village life.” That, no doubt, is perfect]}-' 
tmo ; but then she had seen the English details with her 
own eyes, and she only makes a Jiidi<:ions selection from 
authorities -when describing Florentine details. There 
was, it appears, an article of dress called a “scarsella,’’ 
which always gets, upon my nerves in The 

thing will intrude without any (to me) perceptible 
relation to her “main artistic }mrpose,” The scarlet 
waistcoats and brand-ne-w white .smuck-frucks in Adam- 
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Bede make a picture at onee, We see the rustics on 
their way to the squire’s feast; hut this wretched 
scarsella worries me, and only suggests a hint for 
Leighton’s illustrations. A more important result 
of this weakness is shown in another case defended 
by George Eliot herself. She complains that “the 
general ignorance of old Florentine literature” and 
other causes haye.led to misunderstandings of many 
^ parts of Romola — “the scene of the quack doctor 
and the monkey, for example, which is a specimen 
not of humour as I relish it, but of the practical 
joking which vfas the amusement of the gravest old 
Florentines, and without which no conception of (hern 
would be historical. The v/hole piquancy of that scene 
in question was intended to lie in the antithesis 
between the puerility which stood for wit and humour 
in the old ropublic, and the majesty of its front in 
graver matters.” She appeals to the precedent of the 
chase of the false herald in. Qvmtin Ihmmrd, which 
makes Louis xi. and Charles of Burgundy “laugh even 
to tears.” Now, I am quite unable to speak of the 
historical accuracy. All one can say is that if the 
ancient Florentines laughed so heartily ai tlie dreary 
joke of imposing a monkey upon a quack fcji’ a bab}', 
they must have been duller than one would have 
sui:)posed. The precedent from Scott is curiously in- 
applicable. The scene in Quentin iJunuard is effective 
and an essential part of the story, because the “joke” 
shows both the brutality of the performers and the 
cunning of Louis xi. The king is skilfully getting rid 
of a cast-off agent in his intrigues against Charles with 
the help of Charles himself. To detail a wearisome ;; 
pi'actical joke in all its native unadulterated badness in 


■ order to make a contrast with other parts of the hook 
is a hazardous experiment. It is to lie deliberately 
dull, because history proves that people could be dull 
four centuries ago. The truth is that in her English 
books George Eliot can make bad joldng amusing, 
because she makes us smile not at the joke, but at the 
jokers. The talkers at the “Eairibow'' are illimitable, 
because their talk is so pointless. Here the incon- 
gruity which is to interest us has to bo gradually 

• inferred from subsequent reflection, and the writer 

• fails into the common error of boring us ]\y descriliing 
.bores. 

These are trifling illustrations of the more general 
difficulty, is_ to ^gire us the spirit of the 

; lienaissance. ' It requires no dissertation to' show 
■w% the Eenaissance should have a surpassing charm 
for the imagination. There is, I suppose, no book 
which opens the eyes of the respectable modern reader 
with more startling effect than the autobiography of 
Benvenuto Cellini in the next generation. The com- 
; bination of artistic inspiration, intellectual audacity, 
J gross superstition, and supreme indifference to moral- 
f ity, gives tbe shock of entering a new world where 
all established formula* break down, or are in a chaotic 
state of internecine conflict. When we take up a bool: 
in which one is to be a contemporary irith the Borgia.?, 
and to have personal interviews with Macliiavelli, 
we may expect a similar sensation. We are to lic 
spectators of a state of things in which the clftracutar)' 
human passions have been lot ioo.se, when vioiance 
and treachery are normal parts of the day’s work, where 
imw intellectual horizons have opejied, and yet the 
old creeds are still potent, and there is the strangest 


mingling of liigh aspirations and brutal indulgence, 
when the nobler and baser elements of belief are so 
strangely blended that the ruffian is still religious, and 
the eii lightened refovincr fanatically superstitions. If 
anybody derives any vivid impressions of such a world 
from Itoirwla, his eyes must be much keener than mine. 
George Eliot has, it must be noticed, chosen one of 
the two alternatives •which are open to the historical 
« novelist. She deals with a private history and the ^ 
great public chafac^ters, and their political proceed- 
ings remain for the. most part in the background. 5. 
Savonarola, indeed, has to act in the story as well 
as in the history. Hutton considers the portrait of the 
reformer to be one of George Eliot’s great triumphs, 
and appeals especially to one scene. I am the more 
glad to be able to point to an appreciative and 
genial criticism, as I have to confess my inability to 
accept it. I should have taken the same scene for 
the clearest illusti'ation of failure. The prophet is in 
his cell. He is trying to make up his mind to accept 
the test proposed by his enemies, Eepresentarives 
of both parties are to walk through fire, counting upon 
a miiueulous intervention; the flames are to burn 
the heretic and spare the orthodox. Savonarola’s 
enthurdasm prompts him to run the risk ; but -^vhen 
lie tries to imagine the scene, the flesh shrinks, ho 
begins to suspect that the appeal may he. presumptuous, 
and is well aware at the bottom of his mind that it 
is a trap devised by his enemies. To show Savonarola 
tortured by these coiiflicting impulses would no doubt 
.. require the highest dramatic genius. What we really 
; have i.s not the concrete man at all;, but a long and very 
able j).sycho]ogical analysis of his mental state. A 
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bit of it gets into inverted eomiiiHs to pass for a soli- 
ioquy; but instead of seeing and bearing Savonarola, 
j Ave are really listening through several iiagos to a 
j highly iiitelligeufe lecture upon an ijitcresting S])ccimen, 
The style become.s ciimbrous and liagging. I venture 
to qiiottibi long sentence as a' specimen of G-eorge Eliot 
at her worst. The acceptance of tlie ordeal is inevit- 
able : “ Not that Savonarola bad uttered and written 
a falsity when he declared his belief in a future super-'" 
natural attestation of bis Avork ; but his mind aa’-es so 
constituted that Avldle it Avas easy for him to believe 
in a miracle which, being distant and undefined, was 
screened behind the strong reasons he sraa" for its 
occurrence, and yet easier for him to have a belief in 
iuAAwd miracles such as his OAvn prophetic inspiration 
and divinely- wrought intuitions, it AA’as at the same 
time insurmountably difficult to him to believe in the 
probability of a miracle Avhiclx, like this of being carried 
unhurt through the fire, pressed in all its details on his 
imagination and iriA^oIved a demand not only for belief 
but for exceptional action.” Saronarola's mind Avas 
surely, in this respect, constituted like most people’s ; 
AA'C all think that aa'c can bear the dentist’s forceps till 
Are get into his armchair ; but this almost Germanic 
concatenation of clauses not only puts such obvious 
truths languidly, but keeps ^Savonaroh^ himsell at a 
distance. Wo are not listening to a Hamlet, but to a 
? judicious critic analysing the state of mind AA'hich 
•f prompts *‘to be or not to be.” The same languor 
■i aiFoets all the historical framcAvork of the story. "VVe 
come upon many scenes Avhieh .seem to demand a 
forcible presentation ; the entry of flic French into 
Florence ; .-the “ bonfire plJYanities ” : atid the strange 
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tragicomedy of the ordeal; hut when we want to see 
the crowd and bustie and the play of popular fun and 
passion, w'e get careful: narrative ; and as half of it,— 
we do not know which half,— is obviouslj^ only fiction, 
we think that we might as well have been reading 
Gmcciardini or Professor Villari. The story of the 
political intrigues is necessary to determine the fate 
of the characters; hut it is as dull as any of the 
n ordinary history hooks, Machiavelli talks, but he 
talks like a book, and does not manage one really good 
hit of Mephistophelian cynicism. The great men 
Florence seem to he as prosy when they are feasting 
■' as when they are playing practical jokes. One of them -• 
receives credit for ” short and pithy” speech to which 
the “formal dignity ” of his interlocutor is an amusing 
contrast. This short and pithy gentleman manages to 
take a page to say that he takes the Savonarola party 
to be composed of psalm-singing humbugs, not to he 
trusted by men of sense. 

If my Irreverence reveals a real defect in my author 
instead of myself, 1 think that the defect is explicable. 
George Eliot, I have suggested, was a woman ; a woman, 
too, of rather delicate health, exhausted by hard work; 
and, moreover, a \roman who, in spite of her philosophy'', 
was eminently r-snpcctahle, and brought up in a rpiiet 
middle-class atmosphere. “To bring in a lion among 
ladies is a most dreadful thing,” wm know, “ and there 
is not a more fearful wildfowl than your lion living.” 
Benvenuto Cellini would certainly have been “a fearful 
wildfowl ” in St. .Tohir’s Wood ; and though by dint of 
conscientious reading George Eliot knew a great deal 
about the ruffian geniuses of the Kenaissance, .she 
could not throw herself into any real s^^'^mpathy with 
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them. Sunil a feat required the audacity of a Yictor 
Hugo and, perhaps, the indifference to propriety of a 
modern realist. The criticism -^fould be sumraed up 
by calling the book “academic”: ineaniTig, I take it, 
that 'll”* suggests the profes.sur’s chair ^ and implies the 
belief that a careful study of authorities, and scrupu- 
lous attention to aesthetic canons, ivill be a sullicient 
outfit for a journey into the regions of romance. 
George Eliot ivas not blind to such considerations ; and 
George Lemes, in his capacity of critic, could put them 
very keenly in irriting of other people. His enthusi- 
astic admiration for George Eliot perhaps obscured to 
him iriiai he would have boon the first to see else- 
where;' and, anyhow, he encouraged her tendencies to 
a questionable direction of her genius. 

Yet I do not deny that there was much to he said 
for the judgment of the contemporary critics who held 
that Romola would he oim of the .pcnnai ! ent masterpicecs 
of English literature. Before I can adjust rny own 
impressions to theirs, .1 mu.st bo allowed to remove 
from my mind any lingering impression that Bomola 
and Tito lived at Florence in the fifteenth century. 
They were only masquerading there, aiul getting the, 
nceessarj" “ proi)erties ” from the 'Justory-ehops at 
which such things are provided for the diligent 
student. Ilomola was, .1 take it, a r.ou.^in of Maggie 
Tullivcr, though of loftier character, and provided with 
a thorough classical culture., The religious crisis 
through, which she had to pa,s,^ was not due to 
Savonarola, hut to modern controversies. The an- 
tagonistic principles which were in conflict in the 
Henaissance period. are still in exhteiK'c. though they 
have entered into <lifferent coml-finations, and nre 
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tested by different issues. There are still Machiavel- 
lians, I believe, in politics, and Epicureans in art and 
morals, and the tender soul still finds something of the 
charm in the Catholic ideal of life which appealed to 
B.oniola through Savonarola. If, therefore, we venture 
to drop the liiatory, or to consider it as a mere con- 
ventional background, wc can still be iuterCwSted in the 
real subject of the book, the ordeal through which 
« llomola has to pass, and the tragedy of a high feminine 
nature exposed to such doubts and conflicting impulses 
as may still present themselves in different shapes. I 
could wish, indeed, that there were a good deal less 
history, or that it had been handled with more audacity. 
But for all that,Komoia and her immediato surroundings 
make a very impressive group, wliich may affect us like 
some masterpiece in tvliich a ])ainter has made use of 
conventional and unreal accessories. The contra! idea, ; 
or, if wc choose to say .so, the moral ’'of the book, 
is clea.rly itidicatod. The pres, sing problem for Eoniola, 
we are told, when she comes under the influence of 
Savonarola, is not to settle questions of controversy, 
but ‘‘ to keep alive that flame of unselfish emotion by 
which a life of sadness might well bo a life of active 
love.” >SIic is so moved by the grand energies ” of 
the prophet’s nature that she can li.sten patiently oven 
to his prophecies. She i.s profoundly impressed in the 
scene in which he comes nearest to lacing a living 
person ; and tells her that to, run away from her husband 
is really to be self-willed and moved by .selfish purposes. 
•She is to “make her marriage-sorrows an offeriTsg” 
and to live for Florence, where she has been placed. l)y 
God, wiio addre!3se;s her through lier teacher. lEe 
light abandonment of ties because tliey have ceased 
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to be ])le;t,3iin,t is '■* the iipi’ooting of social and personal 
virtue."’ Her marriage lias ceased to be for her the 
‘‘iny.stic union which is its own guarantee of indis- 
solublencss ” ; and there is no compensation “ for the 
woman who feeLs that the chief relation of her life has 
been no more than a mistake,” She has lost her crown. 
The deepest secret of human hle.ssedness has half 
whispered itself “to her and then for ever passed 
away.” She accepts the position till presently even^p- 
Savonarola ceases to command her confidence. She 
finds that he can hoodwink his conscience for the 
benefit of hi.g sect. “No one who has ever known 
u'hat it is to lose faith in a fellow-man whom he has 
pz'ofoundly loved and reverenced will lightly say that 
the. shock can leave the faith in an Invisible Goodness 
imsbaken.” Eomola despairs of finding any consistent 
duty. “ What force w'as there to create for her that sup- 
remely hallowed motive which men call dtUy, but wliich 
can have no inward constraining existence save through 
some form of constraining love '? The solutioiij so 
far as there is one, comes in a form ebich one cannot 
altogether admire. Poor liomola, in licr despair, gets 
into a mi.scellanooua boat lying ashore : and the boat 
drifts away in a manner rarely ]5raetit?ed by boats in 
real life, and spontaneously lands her in a place 
where everybody is dying of the plague, and she can 
therefore make herself Uiscful to her fellow-creatures. 
She clearly ought to have been drowned, like Maggie, 
and we feel that Providence i.s made to interfere rather 
awkwardly. Perhaps, too, Eomolats sentiments .shmv 
rather too clearly that she has been prematurely im- 
pressed by the Positivist “ religion of luimanity.” But 
a fine nature torn by coniiicting duties and ideals, and 


eudeavouri tig to find some ^vorthy conciliation, presents 
an admirable theme, and often enables C4corge Eliot 
to show her highest powers of delineation. Readers 
in general cannot feel quite so warmly to Romoia as 
to the childish Maggie; she is a little too hard and 
vStatnesque, and drops her husband rather too coDlly 
and decisively as soon as she finds out that he is 
capable of disregarding her sentiments. Still she is 
.one of the few figures who occupy a permanent and 
peculiar hiche in the groat gallery of fiction; and if 
she is a trifle chilly, and qver-dign|fied> must admit 
that she is nob the less lifelike. She is, moreover, the 
only one — to my feeling — of George Eliot's women 
whose marriage has not something annoying. She 
marries a thorough scoundrel, it is true, but the mis- 
conception to which she falls a victim is one which we 
feel to be thoroughly natural under the circumstances. 
Her husband, Tito, is frequently mentioned as one of 
George Eliot's greatest triumphs. The cause of her 
success is, as I take it, that Tito is thoroughly and 
to his fingers’ ends a woman. I do not intend to 
condemn the conception, for undoubtedly there are 
men whose characters are essentially feminine. Tito 
is of the material of which the Deiilahs are made, the 
treacherous, caressing, sensuous creatures who involve 
strong men in their meshes as Tito fascinates the rather 
masculine Romoia. In several of her novels George Eliot 
contrasts the higher feminine nature with this lower 
type. Dinah Morris is relieved against the "kitten- 
like” Hetty ; j\[aggie against Lucy Deane ; and Dorothea 
against Celia Brooke; and in liomola itself v/e have 
Tessa, w'-ho, indeed, is so much of a kitten that she 
approaches very nearly to be an idiot. Tito is the 
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kitten, or rather the panther-cuh, grorm to full sise, 
and shovr'ing all the grace and malignity of his kind. 
He has the feminine nervousness, and “ trembles like a 
maid at sight of spear and shiekld’ When he catches 
sight of an enem\' vith a dagger, his face at once 
commends itself to a painter for the exhibition of the 
passion of fear. He is not cruel out of mere badness, 
but from eifcraiuacy ; he dislikes the sight of suffering, 
and would rather not inflict it where he mu.st be 
witness of it; but he can suppress the sympathy 
instead of the suffering, and does not mind how much 
his victims suffer so long as they are out of his sight, 
lie has “a tiatiye repugnance to sights of doatli and 
pain,” and would rather get rid of an enemy by exiling 
him than’ by putting him to death. But •when the 
■ sentence is passed, he is comforted hj’’ reflecting 
upon the security which will come to him -when the 
enemy’s head is well off his shoulders. He is so 
thoroughly feminine that 'wc have to he reminded 
tliat he could on occasion show "a masculine effec- 
tiveness of intellect and purpose.” When he is 
fairly driven into a corner, that is, he can .show his 
claws and aci, for once, like a man. But his general 
position among his more 'S‘ioient as.soeiates is like 
that of a beautiful and treacherous w'oman who makes 
delicate caressing and ingenious equivocation Jo the 
work of the rougher and more downright masculine 
methods. He is most admirably adapted to impose 
upon his high-minded wife, -svho has the reluctance 
to admit suspicion ■which raark.s nolilc and simple 
characters, but is also .apt, unfortunatfly, to imply 
a deficiency of common sense. The .tragedy which 
follows for .Roinola is jn e v ital nnd i.s developed 
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with George Eliot’s full power. If we can put 
aside the historical pa-raphernali.'ij forget the dates 
and the historical Savonai'ola and Machiavelli, there 
remains a singularly powerful _ repipsentation of an 
interesting spiritual history; of the ordeal through 
which a lofty nature has to pass v.'hen brought into 
collision with characters of baser composition ; thrown 
into despair by the successive collapses of each of the 
•supports to which it clings ; and finding some solution 
in spite of its bewilderment amidst conflicting go.spels, 
in each of which truth and falsehood are strangely 
mixed. There is liaixlly any novel, except the Mill on 
ike Flo?,s, in wliich the stages in the inner life of a 
thouglitfnl and tender nature are set forth with so 
much tenderness and sympathy. If Komola is far less 
attractive than Maggie, her story is more consistently 
devekped to the end. She may remind us of another 
heroine who once set everylmdy weeping — altiiougli 
the histories of the two are in most respects diametri- 
cally contrasted, Clarissa ILarlowe had veay diilerent 
troubles to undergo ; she was too well instructed in 
the doctrines of the Church of England to be borhered 
by any religious doubts; and the respectable so/fiety, 
in wliich she was brought up had Jio afiinity to tlic 
Renaissance. The smnlavity is chiefly confined to lln.; 
fact that both stoi’ies iiavc a moral and a unity ni 
iruerest, dependent upon a model young woman as 
the ceiitral figure, l.nit there is one oiht'r resemblance : 
Clarissa’s ti-oubles, lilce Romola’s, raise the ipieslion 
’ whether the moral conventions of the sucietr iu v, hich 
'she lives have a sanctity which slioukl foibid ihc 
individual woman ever to defy them on behalf of 
, her owu happiness. It is curious that upon that 
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point George Eliot seems on tlie wBole to agree 'vvith 
Eicliardson, Romola is perplexed by the thouglit that 
tile “lav,' is sacred,” but that “rebellion may be sacred 
too.” There are moments Tn life when the soul must 
dare to act on its own “ warrant,” though the punish- 
ment may be incurred if the warrant has been false. 
Clarissa incurs all her troubles by running away from 
home, and Eomola by her revolt against her husband ; 
and though Romola finally escapes with her life, slie». 
has to suffer a heavy penalty. It is only, however, 
upon the general point that I mean to insist. Hardly 
any heroine since Clarissa has been so effective a centre 
of interest as Romola; and if I regret that she was 
moved out of her own century and surrounded by a 
mass of irrelevant matter of antiquarian or sub-historical 
interest, I null not presume to quarrel with people 
who do not admit the ixicongruity. 


CHAP TEE X. 


FELIX HOLT. 

George Eliot had first become kno'wa as a writer (by 
“Amos Bartoji”) in January 1857. When the conclud- 
ing part of Mornola appeared within six years, she had 
reached the first rank among her contemporaries, She 
had published nothin that time five novels of the highest 
excellence, and it i.s at least doubtful whether she was 
ever again to reacli an equally high mark. The effort 
had been very great, and for the next two years she 
.seems to have allowed her mind to lie fallow. Then 
she took up a new book, of which I shall have to speak 
presently, although nothing, was published until 1SG6. 
In November 18G3 the Leweses settled at the Priory, 
21 North Bank, I'tegenPs Park. This house came to 
he e.specially associated with her memory. She 
did not go out into society; but many people were 
attracted by the fame of the great authoress, and 
found admission to her house. Gradually she came 
to hold a Sunday afternoon reception, frequented by 
worshippers of genius and by a large circle of friends, 
of whom only the more intimate had the privilege of 
seeing her upon other days. It is needless to say that 
at meetings of that kind — ^in England at least, for we 
are told that in France things are better — there is 
often a painful sense of awkwardness. The sliyness 
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generated by the desire to prove that your liomage is 
genuine, and that you are so brilliant a person tliar- 
it is also wortli having, gives one of those painful 
sensations vrhich is not least among the minor miseries 
of life. It may, I think, be said that the evil ^vas 
reduced to a minimum on those occasions at the 
Priory. Geoi’ge Lewes, in the first place, was un- 
(pienciiable. He was always .full of anecdote and 
vivacious repartee ; and while moi.’e serious interviews, 
were taking place at the centre of the circle, there 
would be a little knot on the periphery whicli was a 
focus of laughter and good-humoured fun. It was a 
rather avful moment for the neophyte when he was 
presented to the quiet and dignilied lady seated iu 
her armchair, to stammer out the appropriate remarks 
wliich sometimes failed to present .themselves before 
lie had to make room for a new comer; and if the 
company was numerous, any general conversation was 
impossible. George ElioPs gentle voice v'us not cal- 
culated, if she had desired .such a result, to hold the 
attention of a I'oomful of receptive admirers. But if 
rainy weather had limited the audience, anal the tenta- 
tive .sparks of conversation had been fanned into life, 
she could be a.s charming a-s any admirer could de.sire. 
Her personal appearance was intellecLuullv attractive, 
and had a pecfflKki’j^atJretic cliarm. Slu- louked fragile, 
overweighted perhaps by thouglir, and wirli traces 
of the depression of which she so often complains in 
her letters. Her abundant hair, auburn-brown, in 
later years streaked with grey, wu-s ciA-ered b.y a kimi 
of lace mantilla. She could imi be eailed beautiful. 
She was said to be like,, Sayonarpla, of \chose face ishe 
remarks; ‘*;It was strong-featured, anU owed all iu> 
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relinetrsent to habits of .mind and rigid discipline of 
the body.” His gaze impressed Eomola because it 
%T'as one m’wliich simple human fellowship expressed 
itself as a strongly-felt bond.” That at least might be 
applied to G-eorge Eliot. Her features were strongly 
marked, with a rather large mouth and jaw'; her eyes 
a groy-hlue, with XQvy variable expression ; her hands 
w'crc finely formed; her voice low and very musical — 
*‘a contralto,” it is said, in singing; and the whole ap- 
pearance expressive of a singular combination of power 
with intense sensibility. The best likeness is that by 
her friend fSir Frederick Burton, now in the National 
Portrait Gallery. If her .talk might be at times a 
little too solemn for the frivolous, she could brighten 
into genuine playfulness, and, on occasion, into flashes 
of hearty scorn directed against the unlucky cynic,- 
If the incense offered was not always of the finest 
quality, there was no w'ant either of dignity or gentle- 
ness in the recipient. And nobody could ■watch Lewes 
on such occasions ■^vithout being struck by the cordial 
and generous devotion of a man not too much given 
to an excess of veneration. Her ])elief in him was 
equally visible in her manner and cvciy allusion to 
bis work. 

It is perhaps not altogether healthy for any human 
being to live in an atmosphere from wdiich every un- 
pleasant draught of chilling or bracing influence is 
so carefully excluded. Lewes performed the part of 
the censor wdro carefully prevents an autocrat from 
seeing that his flatterers arc not the mouthpiece of 
the -whole human race. “ It is my rule,” said George 
Eliot, '‘very strictly observed, not to read the criti- 
cisms on my 'writings. For years I have found this 
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abstinence necessary to pi’cservc me from that dis- 
; couragcincnt as an artist which ill-judged pi'aisc no 
bless than ill-judged blame tends to produce in me. 

For far worse than any A^erdict as to the proportion 
I of good and erii in our work is the painful impression 
that we exist for a public which has no discernmcmt 
of good and evil.’' She .spoke with a contempt for 
I the average quality of cuntompornry criticism which 
' — as the critics whom we now call contemporary belong* 
to a different generation— -I might perhaps venture to 
approve. But it might be an interesting question for 
an essayist whether this rule of mental hygiene be 
really sound. Since the days when Pope writhed 
under the insults of Grub Street, sensitive authors 
have called upon gods and men to jn’ty and avenge 
them. Their moaning.5 seem to be rather unmanly. 
Which i.s the proper 'comment Tipori die supposed 
slaughter of Keats; Shelley’s denunciation of the 
‘bleaf and murderom? viper” who could crown 

“Life’s e;irly cup with such a draught of woe ” : 
or Byron’s comment — 

“’Tia .strange the mind, that \mj tiery particle, 

Should let itself be smilfed out by an article” i 

I fancy that in these days, when authors subscribe to 
agencie.s for new.spaper exitting.s, the general verdict 
W'ould bo in favour of Byron. It would be regarded, 
that is, as a coutemptihle weakness to bo thrown off 
one’s balance by a “scathing” review. Yet, it may 
be asked, if one really despi.ses, is one bound to read '? 
It is unpleasant to bo insulted oven by a fool, mid 
why expose oneself to a pain which can h.avc no 
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good results? Sucli abnormally seiiatiTe poets as 
Tennyson and Rossetti suffered cruelly from liarsli 
criticism, and it is not clear that they gained anything 
from reading it. Would tliej’’ not have done better 
if they could have adopted G (mrge _ Eliot’s method ? 
After all, whaA does ever learn from a 

critic 1 There is, it seems to me, only one good piece 
of advice which a critic can gi\'c to an author, namely,,;! 
j;hat the author should dare to be himself. When hei'| 
proceeds to tell the author what the self really is, 
he is generally nristaken, and its speaking upon a topic 
upon which he is presumably worse informed than 
the pei’son to whom he speaks. George Eliot worked 
upon her own theories, right or wrong ; and con- 
sidering the constant diffidence and depression from 
which she suffered, it is likely enough that a study of 
the critics would only have discouraged her without 
at all directing her into a better path. Against this, 
it niajr perhaps be urged that George Eliot’s talent 
scarcely included the rare gift of a just ap];)reciation| 
of h.or.,„O.FU„.limitations. It is often, and, no doubt, 
justly said, that one of Jane Austen’s especial merits 
is that she never let herself be distractcfl from the 
sphere in which she showed unsurpassed felicity. 
When she was retpiested to write a romance to illus- 
trate the history of the “august house of Coburg,” 
she judiciously declined, and indeed refrained from 
less palpably absurd divagations. Now G-eorge Eliot, 
a,s I shall presently have to remark, showed what 
most people have thought to be — if not so great a mis- 
conception, still — a conspicuously exToneous estimate ^ 
of her own special peculiarities. Perhaps, though she " 
closed lier ears to “deaf and murderous vipers,” sho 
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listened with too much coni|)la,cency to adoring and 
“ genial ” critics n^ho collected her “ wise, ndttj^ and 
tender sayings,"’ and took her for a great poet 
and philosojdier as well as for a first-rate novelist,. 
I vdll not affect to sum up the argument. It is only 
worth remarkuig that most novelists who have given 
cftecti\'o portraits of human passion have lived in the 
world which they described, and that some character- 
istics of George Eliot’s later work must he connected^ 
with the , se.cXu,deiLJifc. which circumstances and her 
I temperament made coiigeniai. She looked upon out- 
side affairs frdm_a certain distance: and though 
Lewe.s’& eager interest in all manner of contemporary 
■ controversies kept her in touch with the more 
; thoughtful minds of the day, she had little oppor- 

') tunity for direct familiarity with the manners and 

-‘1 customs of society. 

Thc year 1865 was marked ]>y two nevr literary 

ventures, in both of which Lewes took some part. 

The Full Mall Ga-u'-tte was started at the beginning 
of the year, and the first number of the Foriidghihj 
l>cviev\ of which Lewe-s was the first editor, came out 
" in the following May. Both atfciTictod many able 
wTiters, and the adoption of sig-uctl articles Ity the 
review introduced a novel practice in Kiigiish joiiriutl- 
ism. (4oorge Eliot contributed a. few' ariiGlcs to botJi, 
ami "^vaa interested in the attempt io raise the standard 
of periodical writings, She w'as only distracted, how- 
ever, for the moment from more so3’i<iUs work. The 
notes in her diary on September 6, 1864; “I am 
reading about Spain, and trying a dnuna on a subject 
thar haa "fascinated me — ^have written the prologue, 

' and am beginuing the first act. But I have little 
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hope of making anything satisfactory/^ By the end 
of the year she had written three act s* On 21st 
February 1865 she describes herself as ‘‘ill and very 
miserable George has taken my drama away from 
me”— the consec|Uence, obviously, and not tho cause 
of her misery. The drama was put aside for some 
time, and bj’ the end of March she had begun her next 
novel, Felix Holt, It was finished in a little more than 
year. Smith, it seems, declined to give <£5000 for 
it — the sum presumably fixed by Lewes ; but Black- 
wood accepted the terms, and she now returned to 
him for the rest of her life, though without any breach 
of friendship with Smith. The novel written amid 
the usual fits of depression, and with the same elaborate 
care as its predecessors. “I finished writing,” she 
says, ‘‘after days and nights of throbbing and palpita- 
P tion — chiefly, I suppose, from a nervous excitement 
I which I was not stiong enough to support well.” She 
had been painstaking in more ways than one. She 
went through the Tirnes of 1832-3 at the British 
Museum in order to correct her childish memories 
of the period. She is in “a horrible fidget” about 
<;‘ertairi assumptions in the story. She wants especi- 
ally to have an aiiswcr to two questions : first, whether 
after tho Treaty of Amiens “ the seizure and imprison- 
ment of civilians was exceptional, and whether it was 
continued throughout the war”; and. secondly, whether 
in 1833 a person sentenced to transportation without 
hard labour might be set at large on his arrival in the 
colony. The story again involved some complex legal 
relations. She began, it seems," by reading Sugden, 
■hrtt'iiappily relieved herself from the need of getting 
up the law of real property by committing the 
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Ixstoned xvitli too much complacency to adoring and 
‘‘■genial ■’ critics ■R'ho collected her “^'ise, xritty, and 
tender sayings,” and took her for a groat poet 
and philosopher as well as for a first-rato novelist. 
I will not affect to sum u]? tho argument. It is only 
xrorth remarking that most novelists who have gir-en 
eflcctix'e portraits of human passion have lived in the 
world which they described, and that some character- 
istics of Creoege Eliot’vS later work must be connected 
xvith the segludetlJife^pvhich cii'cuiustances and her 
;-i temperament made congenial. She looked upoxi out- 
. sfcTe atfairs irom ^ a ' certain distance ; and. though 
^ Lewes’s eager interest in all manner of contemporary 
} controversies kept her in touch with tlie more 
, i thoughtful minds of the day, she had little oppor- 

’ tunity for direct familiarity with the manners and 

1 customs of .society. 

The year 1.865 was marked hy two ne'.r literary 

ventrjrcs, lit both of which I^ewes took some part. 

The JPaU‘ Mall Ga?.rftc was started at the berinninfir 
of tho year, and the first number of the Fortnigiilly 
Ikview, of which Lewes was the first editor, caxnc out 
‘''in the following May. Both attracted many able 
writers, and the adoption of signed articles by the 
review introduced a novel practice in English journal- 
ism. Grcoi'go Eliot eontribute<I a few articles to Imtlx, 
fMid was interested in the attcrtint to inisc the standard 
of periodi.eal writing* She was only distracted, how- 
ever, for the moment from more seritui;-; vrork. The 
notes In her diary on September 6, LSGi .• “I am 
.. ' reading about Spain, and trying a d.r,'ana on a subject 
, fchaC.Sil’-%fcinat6d me—have written the prologue, 
c and'am;b%mnmg the first act. But I have little 
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hope of making anything satisfactory/'* By the end 
of the year she had written three acts. On i'LsL 
February 1865 she describes herself as “ ill and very 
miserable: George has taken my drama away from 
me ''—the consequence, obviously, and not the cause 
of her misery. The drama was put aside for some 
time, and by the end of March she had begun her ne.vc 
novel, Fyke Holt It was finished in a little more than 
year. Smith, it seems, declined to give =£5000 for 
ii~.the sum presumably fixed bv Lew^s; but Blae" 
wod accepted the terms, and she now returned to 
im for the rest of her life, though without any breavh 
of friendship with Smith. The novel was. written, amid 
of depression, and with the same elaborate 
care as its predecessors. “I finished writiiK^ ” she 
^ says, “after days and nights of throbbing and palpim- 
pion— chiefly, I suppose, from a nervmm exefteraent 
? 1 1 was not strong enough to support well.” She 

had been painstaking m more ways than one. Hhe 
^ent through the of 1832-3 at the Bmhh 

Museum m order to correct her. childish memories 
ol the period. She is in “a horrible fidget” about 
Cj^l^in assumption.sj'n the story. She u'mits espeeh ' 

the Treaty of Amiens “'the seizure ami impri.sun- 
ent of cnibans was exceptional, and wiimhei- it u':w 
continued throughout the war and secondly, ^vlmlher 

transporiation nithoni 

ret t 7 b.„! . 

i ft .seems, by reading Sugdee 

happily relieved herself from the need of .• 

up the law of real nroDortv bv . 

pxopciqv by eoimnntmg 
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problem to Mr, Frederic Harrison. Tlie riglit to an 
estate must bo suddenly transferred to a young 
vv'-oman ; but the ordinary novelist’s device of a dis- 
covery that her birth vas legitimate is not applicable. 
The change must be effected by the deatli of somebody 
who has himself no' -interest in the matter ; and both 
the actual possessor and the person to whom the right 
passes must be ietc in ignorance that the title to the 
estate will ])e affeeied ])y the death. How this bf' 
brought, about may be discovered from the story itself. 
IMr. Harrison’s law i.s said, as wc can well believe, to 
l>e perfectly correct, I’robabiy the average reader 
will be quite content to take it as correct without 
consulting )Stigden. Meanwhile, he is rather liored 
by the fear that unless be clearly imderstauds both 
the law and the facts, he •will lose something essential 
to the point of the story. When one reads Wilkie 
Collins or Gaboriaii, one is content to have a secret 
carefully hidden, and biiss of apparent irrelevance 
introduced, because the cliief pleasure is to consist in 
guessing at the connection and adnn'ring the ingenuity 
with which the fragments of ihc puzzle are to be 
pieced togetlier at the end. But in a work of siu-h 
serious iiitenthm as lulv'; Bolt, tlie jaysiory is felt to 
.■be te.a.sing, and we should be more really interested if we 
•Hvere taken into the auihor’s confidence at once. The 
genuine arti.st ought to lie above the “ bmg-lost 
heir” trick or the complicated sultstiiutcs for the 
t:)l<i-fashioned device. 

This Worrying perplexity wliich runs through the 
whole partbv e'xplains the inferiority of IVlu' Holt to 
its predecessors. But anoiliyr change is more im- 
portant. Wo have got back from Florence of the 
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Renaissance to tie English midlands <]nring ilie 
Reform Bill agitation, and for that ve may be rlauk" 
fnl. Bnt George Eliot is no longer dra\nng upon ilc 
old memories of Griff. She turns to account au election 
riot which, we are told,- she had seen in her sohooktavs 
at Nuneaton ; hut she is thinking mainly of the 
Coventry time. Mrs. Poyser and iier dairy have 
A'anished, and with them tlie old-world charm. We 
® have no longer the^xjeculiar glamour wljiv-h invested 
the former stories ; the sense of looking at the liifle 
world through the liarmonising atmosjiiicre uf childish 
memories and affections; or of beemning for the no/we 
denisons of a social order, narrow enough in its 
interests, hut yet wholesome, kindly, and cunteihcd. 
We have some of the old-fashioned couni ry gentry 
and pansons who fill the sabortliuate piris satisfuc 
torily euongli ; hut the principal inleresr. is in lut ii; 
the couitlt'-tovn of Treby Magna, just ^raking lo i.h.- 
cons(;iousness..of , the great political nK'veraent- outside, 
and Avidi little enough that was rcjinantic ubmu its 
lawyers, tradesmen, or manufacturer.'. Can.als aiid 
coal-mines atid a saline spring are beginnifAg to ruu.so 
it from its “old-fashioned, grariog, Is it; wing, wotd- 
packing, cheese-loading life”; and the , cliaugc uijly 
seems to reveal thoroughly prosaic, not to say vulgar 
and stupefying characteristics. There i.s no stiggefU io-ii 
of any luigeriug fondness for an order a hirh is e-,-en- 
tially mean a.s tvell as oltsolete. Xatni-all)', tlicrefore, 
we are expected to sympathise tvith Veiix TIoit' the 
Radical, tvbo is trying to stir up this stagnant' puui. 

George Idiot, in fact, is now oevupied iviiiv ?b.u 
problem v.'lncli is already suggested by iua- previuu- 
works. . She had strong conservative tondei.:-i.v.N aaU 
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a dislike for violent, and onesided reforms. Hitherto 
she had emphasised her sympathy for the higher 
pur250ses and asjnrations v/hich were hidden under the 
commonplace and even superstition.? modes of life and 
thought. But, after all, she is also fully convinced that 
intellectual jjrogress an<l a larger culture are essential 
and important ; and her tenderness for the past must 
not he allowed to sanctimi reactionary tendencies. 
Eomola has already beeti trouhlod hy the problem in r 
one pha.se, and it is now to be presented to us in 
various shajtcs. Young men or women, troubled 
with active intellects, have to rouse from their com- 
fortable slumbers and to jwovide themselves with an 
ideal; they will become missionaries of anew creed, 
and have the usual difficulties of the position. If 
tliey quarrel with the jiast too contemptuou.sly, they 
may become mere visionary fanatics; and if loo much 
inclined to comjmomisc, they may sacrifice their aspira- 
tions and yield to tin* benumbing infiueneo of 
respectability. Tlie ordinaiy novelist is content with 
telling U.S how a young couple contrive to come to- 
gether without bothering themsedves at all about the 
Universe or their relation to ilie general jmogress of 
humanity. George Eliot, though her int.ere.st.s in 
plnlosopbieal questions may be a little too intrusive, 
may still deserve gratitude for intrudneing a new 
motive, and .sliowing u.s the fate of young jieople affected 
by the imiisualyveakness of jirnoocupurion with ideals. 

Felix Holt represents an experinieui upon this 
theme. He is an admirable but, T fear it must be 
admitted, a far from satisfactory representative of hi.s 
breed.', and 

George Eliot, as we Jiave seen, had been refreshing her 
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memories of that |ieriod by reading 'It.' 

papers, aiid li-ad been siirpriscu by Tin ’ .- 

language about ••bloated piiu'aiist-?' unJ > 

We should naturally have uApeeu-fl niai iL-e vi- fVeu', . 
of Holt would have rctlcetcd t he ■■'aun- 't ri:n r;.’ 
He is a working man, and luul ruauagevl t- = 1 e -a ‘-t u 
at Glasgow, \vhe)’e tiiore was pioriiy <'■! g’-i-l t> 
radicalism; and, in fact, be siart.J v. iih a lea';;;* i-ai 
tempt for the upper classes, and ;,hinkr a \\h.iy?..* 
better than a Tory in disguise. fSu. !; a in.in nnyhi 
swear by Cobbett nr by (hreu, ruitl wttuM j»r«hn!s:y 
take his religious views from PaineV Jfje «jf 
He would be of tlie stuff of wlii<;h the t'hnriiats wnir 
soon to be made ; would believe that the millcnniutii 
was to be introduced by the fumou" si.', poiiU’W ant 4 
would certainly favour the abolitioii of the mor.archy 
and the House of Lords and the eonhsi'atiurt of t'btuvL 
proi)erty. George Eliot might have .‘^hnw?i {;,■■: K^v,v 
such doctrine.s were a naiuml, though it might, bc„ ;» 
too precipitate ontoome of really phila»itlu'*j|nt; atui 
generous feelings in a mim of the ilay. Kbcricr.rr 
Elliott, ihe ''•'Tyrumw’'’ of the Antid 'nru f.tiW lUMVtr- 
merit, and Thomas C'oojier, ihc t'itani-l. p 5 a 4 . 
men in Felix 1 foil’s posit imu wlu* .duovd, J-.L 
inence and came to be alienated fr.-m i!,.,* w dt m 
section of their allies. Felix Holt, b.iwcv.-;-, b.u- t-.. 
lie a modid young man, and tb.erefurr h.' -■ la-- 

hr.st the err{,<r8 of !;oiuem|iorarv vi'.JfO,;. Vt Lro a 
selLstyled radical orator addrc.'-'s'C'.; n nubh? nicta.n • 
and demands ‘'univeraul suffrage/' and the oilscr noini'; 
of the Ciuirlfir, Feli.t appeal: l>i r.we.fn, S,- u*s,,.,, , • 
suffrage and the re.-,t, Iw irll-’ tjic no h-. .,n 
the force tbsl is ’to nmi {itvhi mm i ^ .nor f,* «, oh 
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. ixassions. No scheme will do good, tlierefore, unless 
; tiie power behind it takes a right direction. The 
• ‘‘steam that is to work the engines ” is public opinion, 
:That is, “the ruling belief in society about what is 
right and what is wrong, what is honourable and -what 
is shameful.” Nothing, therefore, is to be expected 
from a party which sanctions bribery and conniptioin 
When Felix makes a personal application of this lofry 
doctrine by pointing out that the agent of hiso^v■nfl, 
])arty is an cm])odinient of corruption, he naturally 
produces loud clieers ; but the doctrine itself, however 
])hilosophica], would hardly have pleased his audience-. 
Soon after the appearance of the novel ttcorge 
Eliot published in JBlachimod “An Address to Working 
.Men, by Felix iiolt,” which enforce.s the same moral. 

It may be, as I believe myself, that her principle 
is a very .sound one. Still one perceives that it is a 
principle wliich. will be mucli more easily aettepted 
by readers of BlachvooiV & tliau by cue 

“ working man ” to whom it i.s ostensibly addressed, 
lie will only see that it is a highly coiivenienr argsi- 
meut for putting oti’ all reform. With that, however, 

I am not concerned. Tlic eheei in the no\oi h w 
take the sting out of the hero. He i'. tt)o reasonable 
for his parr-.'- ■ He is introduced as ayedluu radical, and 
shows it by extreme rudeness It.i Estrier, whom i)o 
suspects of finedadyism, Esther, being an admiralde 
young woman, comes to see that he is rigid, and even 
that there is something complimeniury in Ins exaspera- 
tion against her. I should have liiicd liiiii betUT if Jm 
had been exaspor.ated to rudeness against ins puluical 
eaemie.s, and .shown his sound jutigment by gentle 
treatment of the trifling petuiuuce of a pretiy girl 


FELIX HOLT, 


135 


s.] 

No doubt, Felix is an honourable man, for he refuses 
to live ujjon a quack medicine or to look leniently at 
bribery Vvdien it is on his own side. Buc there is a 
painful excess of sound judgment about him. He gets 
into prison, not for leading a mob, but for trying to 
divert them from plunder by actions vrhich arc mi.s- 
iinderstood. He is very inferior to Alton Locke, who 
gets into prisoji for a similar performance. l''he im- 
petuosity and vehemence only comes out in liis rude- 
ness to Esther and plain speaking to her adopted father ; 
and in trying to make him an ideal of wisdom, 
George Eliot only succeeds in making him unlit for 
his part. 

If, tlierefore, we are to accejit the indication given 
by the title, and suppose that Felix Holt is to be the 
focus of interest, the novel, I think, fails of its effect. 
We no more see the rough, tliorough-going radical, 
stung to fury i-vy pauperism and the slavery of diiUreu 
in factories, and sharing the Kcal and the illusions of 
Jacobins, than we saw the ti’ue spirit of the Rexiais.sance 
in Bmwla, Mr. Felix Holt would have been quite in his 
place at Toynbee Hall ; but is much too cold-blooded for 
the time when revolution and confiscation were really 
in the air. Perhaps tln,s indicates the want of mascu-s'; 
line fibre in George Eliot and the deficient sympathy , i 
with rough popular pas.sions whic-li makes us feel that i 
he represents the afterthought of tlie judicious .soeio-'! 
legist and not the man f>f flcsli and bloml who was the ' 
product of t.hc actual conditions. Anyhow, the. novel 
appear.^ to b® regarded as her least, interesting. Th-erc 
are undoubtedly many charming sccue.s, Hue v.'ould 
be di.sposeJ to think that Pufu.s Lyon, the old di.s- 
senting miaiste..r, was more of a toiiiem.por'ary of 
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Baxter than could have been possible at the time ; but 
one cannot say confidently what survivals of the type 
there may have been at Coventry, and his siruplicit}" 
and pedantry and pov/er of emphasising the highest 
elements in the creed of his sect shovr the art of a 
shilled humorist. Esther, too, vrith her naive apprecia- 
tion of the charms of a luxurious life, is too good for 
Felix. But the re.-illy strongest part of the novel is 
old Mrs. Tramsome, brooding over her sorruvs, and 
(hvellirig remorsefully upon her error in tlie past. 

If she had only been more haggard and less majestic, 
those who had glimpses of her outward, life might 
have said that she ^vas a griping harridan with a 
tongue like a ra^ior. Ko one .said exactly that ; but 
they never said anytbitig like the full truth about her, 
or divined what was hidden under her outward life — 
a woman’s keen sensibility and dread, which lay 
screened behind all her petty habits and narrow 
notions as some quivering thing Avith eyes and throb- 
bing .heart may lie crouching behind withered rubbish. 
The .sensibility and dread had palpitated all the faster 
in the prospect of her .son’s return ; and now that she 
had .seen him, .she said to her.seif in her bitter way, 
‘It is a lucky cub that escape.? .skinning, '{'he hei=5t 
happiness I shall ever know Avili be to escape the war.st 
jpisery.’” ’{'hat is one of the strikiiig pa.'Sages in 
which (leorgo Eliot .shows her vivid imsiglit into 
certain moods bind characters, Mrs. 'rrah.smHe,' I' con- 
fcs,s, interests me so much that I sbouhl have liked to 
know a little more about that earl}'' intrigue Avhieh lias 
soured her, and hoiv siie came to be fu.seinai.ed by the 
old lovei', who by the- lime at which ihe book opens 
has shown his inferior natui’e and uses the old memories 
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to insult her. I coiikl willingly' hare spared, in order 
to make room for a little more of the family scandal, 
some of the elaborate legal complications, and of 
Mr. Felix Holt’s clumsy performances as a prophet 
of social reform. 
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THU SPANISH GYPST. 

Fuiix IIuiT, as we have seen, had been taken up at a 
time when she was- in despair of finishing a drama, 
whieh Lewes for once did not . altogether approve. 
She had written three or four acts, and on reading the 
old work again " found it impossible to abandon it.’' 
The ooneeptions moved her deeply, and had ‘“never 
been wrought out before.” Still it rcLjuired entire 
recasting. Some of her views at the thue are given 
in an interesting letter to Mr. Frederio. ihuTison 
(loth Auginst, 1S60). He had, it seeni.s. proposed souio 
theme for her eonsideration. “I'hat,’’' slm saj’.s, ‘‘is a 
trcruendouHlj' dihicult problem whicli you lia^'e laid 
before me. ; and I think you see its diiiieulrie.s, though 
they can hardly press on you as they do on me, who 
have gone through again and again the .severe elthrt of 
trying to make certain ideas tliorougidy itjcarnate, as 
if they had revealed themselves to nic just in the tiesh, 
and not in the spirit. I think t:e.«thetic tca<‘hing is tho 
highesL of all teaching, becau.se it deals with life in its 
highest complexity j but if il ceases to be purely 
cesthctic, if it lapses anywhere from tlic picture to the 
diagram, it becomes tho most offensive of all teaching.” 
She proceeds to point out the “agonising labour lo an 

Engli.sh*fed imagimtion'to make out u £.ufl;cicntly retd 

- • 1 ® •. - ■ ' ' 



cHAr. XI. ] THM SFANISJI GYPSY. : 159 

bticlcgrouiid for the desired picture — to get breathing 
individual forms and group them in the needful rela- 
tionSj so that the presentation ^vill lay hold on the 
emotions as human experience — will, as you say, 
‘hash’ conviction on the world by means :o£ aroused 
sympathy.” She recalls the '‘unspeakable pains” 
involved in the preparation of ifemeki and the acquisi- 
tion of the necessary Italian “ idiom.” The problem 
^suggested by Mr. Harrison— its precise nature is not 
told— would, she thinks, he one of “tenfold arduous- 
ness.” The statement shows George Eliot’s perception 
of the real diffiefey. “Ideas” may be seen “in the 
flesh” or “in the spirit”; that is, I take it, as the 
abstract formula; of philosophy or as the concrete 
visions of poetry. The tpiestion is whether the writer 
w'ho starts from the abstract can liy industrious study 
so incarnate his itleas that they may be as vivid and 
real as if he had started from the opposite point of 
vievn “Enough!” one is induced to say, as Rasselas 
says to Iralac, “ thou hast conmneed me that no human 
being” (and no philosopher) “can'^ever be a poet.” 
No deliberate absorption of imagery can ever make 
up for the direct spontaneous intuition, and a task 
which involves “agonising labour” is likely enough 
to result in painful reading. Why undertake it 1 
George Eliot, however, thought dilierently, and 
attempted to aoliicvc this difficult task in the Sjuinish 
She is soon, “swimming in Spanish history 
and literature,” and on 1 5th October 1866 begins the 
recanting. Early in 1867 she visited Spain to get up 
the local colouring, and after many changes the poem 
was at last finished on 29th April 1868. Lewes was 
in an “ unprecedented state of delight,” and especially 
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pleased 'vvitJi the ‘“varietj” of the Avorkj hceaiise lie 
had persuaded her to put it aside “ on the ground of 
monotony.” The book, though the sale ivas consider- 
able, roused some hostile criticism at the time, and 
IiavS not convinced even her warmest admirers that she 
was in her proper place as a poet. She left a note 
upon its history which is interesting, as giving her own 
defence against the obvious reasons for dissatisfaction, 
and as illustrating her general position. The subject, , 
it seems, ivas originally suggested by a picture of the 
Annunciation, ascribed bo Titian in the Scuola di san 
Kocco at Venice. Tt embodied, she thought, a '‘great 
■ dramatic motive,” A maiden, “full of young hope," 
and about to share in the ordinary lob of womanhood, 

I is suddenly made awaro that she is to fulhl a great 
I destiny, and to have a terribly different experience. 
“Hero,” she thought, “is a subject grander than that 
of Iphigcnia, and it has never been used.” Blie 
then tried to find an appropriate embodiment, and 
could think of nothing except the moment of Sjianish 
history when the struggle with the hloons was att-am> 
ing its climax. She could not make use of Moors 
and Jews, because the “facts of their history ivere 
too conspicuously opposed to t;he working out of 
my catastrophe.” Tacts have that awkward habit;. 
She thought, liowever (though the point is .surely 
doubtful), that thi.s objection tlid not aj^ply to the 
CTypsie.s. The subject, as she mcditatc<i, liccamc 
5 “more and raore pi’t'gnaut.” It might be “a f^ymbol 
of the part which is pla-ycd by hereditary conditions 
I in the largest scn.se, and of the fact tliat what we 
t call duty is entirely made up of sudi conditions.” 
Tragedy consists in the ** terrible diffioulty of adjusi'^ 
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ing our individual needs to tlie dire iieceRsity of our 
lot,” in which, of course, the lives of our fellow- 
creatures are involved. The great Greek tragedies 
often turn upon such a conhict between the inherited 
K emesis and the individual whom it crushes. Othello 
becomes a “most pathetic tragedy ” instead of a simple 
story of jealousy, on account of the hereditary con- 
ditions of Othello’s lot” — a point surely not much 
^considered by Shakespeare. We may grant, how- 
ever, that a tragedy may thus show the individual 
giving way to the general. It cannot explain why 
the conflict should arise, but it sets forth the pathetic 
consequences. In the Spanish Gypsy the action repre- 
sents the loving and sympathetic instincts ■ which are 
converted into “piety, i.e. loving, vdlling submission 
. and heroic Promethean effort towards high possi- 
bilities.” Certain remarks upon ethical doctrines are 
.apparently meant to show that .such instincts cannot 
be governed, by “rational reflection,” and therefore 
may at once arouse sympathy and lead to terrible 
.scrapes. There are, however, two , “ consolatoi’y 
elements ” woven into the very warp of the poem : 
“(1) The importance of individual deeds ; (3) the 
ali-sufticicncy of the souks passions in dei'ermining 
sympathetic action.” I .mention these elements, as 
George Eliot attaches so much importance to them, 
though 1 confess that they do not much console me. 
One other remark is noteworthy. It might, she says, 
he “a reasonable ground of objection against the 
whole structure of the Spakish Gypsy if it were shown 
that the action is outrageously impossible — 'Ij'ing out- 
side ail that can be congruously conceived of human 
actions. It is 7iot .a reasonable ground of objection 
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that they would have: done better to act otherwise, any 
more than: it is a reasonable objection against the 
that Agamemnon w'ould have done better not 
to sacrifice his datighter,” 

It is plain that if the 6^a»is/j failed to succeed, 
it was not for want of careful consideration of jBsthetic 
principles. Moreover, itdthoiit following this excursion 
into theories, ’we may, I think, take one resxdt for 
granted. Undoubtedly, the conflict between “the in- 
dividual” and “the general,” or, say, between the 
duties wbicli a human being oM'e.s to his own friends 
and family, and those which he owes to hi.s country or 
his gods, riia.y be an admirable theme for tragedy, 
Fedalma, George Eliot’s heroine, is distracted between 
her love for her destined bridegroom and lier sense of 
duty to the race from which she sprang. "Nobody will 
deny that such a struggle presents an interesting and 
worthy theme. The difficulty comes afteinrards. Why 
did George Eliot suppose that iho only fitting historical 
embodiment was at “a particular period of Bpanisli 
history”? This seems to involve a singular leap 
in the logic. It is especially noticeable in a tniier 
who " has insisted that the highest motives may i)c 
found under commonplace oui.side.s ,* Giai country 
parsons and farmers may have tlie “root of tiio 
matter” in ihcm; and that even, the passions wducli 
inspired the Greek tragedies may be shown at work in 
tlie breast of an eight years’ old gtjl. “ Heredity ” has 
been axiiicscd of late yejU’S by “ realistic ” novelists: 
but, in any ease, the struggle between loyalty to our 
I'ace or family instincts, and the wider forces of 
evolution, jnight be illustrated mnn transactions less 
obscure than the straggle in the Gpuiii g| the fifteentli 
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century. A hopeful young English maiden of the 
nineteenth may be called upon to choose between 
making a respectable marriage and devoting herself to 
some iinpracticable ideal with tragical, if perhaps also 
eomiCj results. Why place the heroine among con- 
ditions so hard to imagine 1 ’ ■ : ' 

One consequence of George Eliot’s choice of this 
romantic setting for her characters is obvious. In 
romance we have to take leave of common sense. 
That is an easy sacrifice to make on some occasions. 
Children,, even grown-up children, may delight in fairj'- 
tales and the Arabian Nights, though they get into a 
region where the impossible is the order of the day 
and morality ceases to he binding. Poetically-minded 
people can still take some pleasure, I believe, in the 
old romances, and find in Spenser’s Faerie Queene not 
only a delightful series of pictures, hut poetry informed 
with a lofty spirit of chivalry. But in the Spanish 
Gypsy we cannot get. so far from downright historical? 
fact.* 'Our ethical sentiment is to be seriously in-‘i^ 
terested, and conviction is to he “flashed” upon us hyf 
aroused sympathy. Now, to sympathise to any purpose,^ 
we must understand, We must be able to appreciate 
the difficulty of the position and the severity of the 
ordeal. Here, liowever, we are terribly at a loss. The 
critical scene of the Spanish Q-ypsy is the first interview 
between .Fedalma and Zarca. Fedalma has been 
brought up from her earliest infancy as a Catholic and 
a Spaniard, She has only seen the gypsies as a hand 
of prisoners brought through the town in chains. She 
is on the eve of marriage to a typical Spanish noble, 
with wluun she is passionately in love. To her enters 
abruptly one of the gypsies. He explains without loss 
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of time that he is her father ; that he is about to ])e the 
Moses or Mahomet of a gypsy nation in Africa ; and 
orders her to give up her country, her religion, and 
her lover to join him in this hopeful enterprise. She 
is, of course, a good deal put out, and explains some 
obvious objections ; hut after exchanging some para- 
graphs of blank verse, she walks off with her parent, 
leaving a short note to inform her lover that she can 
have nothing more to do with him. Admit the least, 
touch of common sense, and the situation is surely, in 
George Eliot’s words, “ outrageoiisly imposisible. ” We 
know enough of the gypsieA'of history”' to perceive that 
Zarca behaved like a lunatic. We may try to escape 
by dropping history and regarding “Spain/’ like 
Shakespeare’s Bohemia, as a phrase belonging to 
the geography of simple romance. But, then, the 
whole story becomes too unreal to appeal to our 
sympathies. We are able to accept the position of 
Iphigeiiiaj' to" which George Eliot appeals, as treated by 
Euripides, or even by Kacine, and for the moment 
take for granted that the Iiunian sacrifice is a reason- 
able mode of conduct. That assumption once made, the 
position become.s clear. The father is bound to kill the 
daughter, because, as we know, the gods will be 
pleased. But the difllculty of the Spanish Gypsy is 
that if we try, as George Eliot tried, to imagine 
the actual state of tlung.s, the dilemma is absurd; 
and if we substitute a world of pure fancy, every- 
thing becomes arbitrary. Wo do not see why 
the daughter is bound to act like a lunatic. She 
informs us, of course, that she is deeply affected, but 
we cannot perceive that her motives are reasonable 
and intelligible. Considered from the ethical side, 
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tlie objection seems to be fatal. Dr. Congreve, an 
adequate authority, said that it was a. “mass of 
positivism.^’ The meaning, if an outsider may venture 
a guess, seems to be that the positivist insists upon a- 
view of duty as corresponding to the vital instincts of 
Lhe “ social organism ” ; the identification of the in- 
dividual with the body of which he is the product, and 
the constituent and consequent readiness to sacrifice 
'life and happiness to the interest of the community 
into 'which he is born. This doctrine was already 
preached, though in an imperfect form, by Savonarola to 
Romola, and becomes prominent in the Sjninish 
Now one may accept the principle as true and valuable, 
and yet regard the story as a rcductio ad ahsnrdum of 
some applications, Fedalma, in her first interview with 
Zarca, exclaimS'-" 

“ Father, niy soul is not too base to ring 
At touch of your great thoughts j nay, in my blood 
There .streams the scn.se imspealiable of kind, 

As leopard feels at esise with leopard.” 

The human being should have higher instincts than 
the leopard. Fedalma, however, is gradually led to 
admit the supreme force of this appeal. She will not 
be “half-hearted.” 

“ I wiH seek nothing but to shun base joy. 

The saints wore cowards who stood by to see 
Christ crucified : they should have Hung themselvos 
Upon the Eoman spears, and died in vain- ■ 

The grandest deatli, to die in vain — for love, 

Greater than sways the forces of the world ! 

That death shall be my bridegroom. I will wed 
The- cur.se that blights my people.-’’ 

Of course, the young lady is excited. She is in the 
state of mind in which irrationality is a recommenda- 



166 GEORGE ELIOT. [chap. 



tion. Death surely is made grand by the grandeur of 
the purpose, not by the futility of the means. Surely 
the death of the early Christians and their master 
■srould not he grander df we held that their zeah was 
wasted on an ideal as absurd as Fedalma’s. Her 
doctrine, stated in cold blood, seems to be that our 
principles are to be determined by the physical fact 
of ancestry. The discovery that hijr father was a 
Saxon or a Colt might perhaps be allowed to a&ecC 
my sympathies, but surely should not change luy view.s 
of home-rule. In an interval of common sense Fedalma 
suggests that she will marry and persuade her husband 
to protect the gypsic.s. Nobody could object to that; 
but to throw overboard all other ties on the simple 
ground of descent, and, adopt the most preposterous 
schemes of the vagabonds to whom you are related, 
seems to he rarj bad piorality whatever may be its, 
aifinity to positiyisni. 

The error seems to be precisely that George Eliot 
was hopelessly trammelled by the conditions which 
she had accepted. >Shc could not get her abstract 
principle to become “incarnate’* in factis. She fall? 
into a hopeless entanglement. The facts become 
absurd, and the principle has to be <iistorted. It may 
still be asked whether, in spite of such vioxv.s, the 
Spanish Gj/psp is not a great poem. Paradise Lost is a 
masterpiece poetically, though its theology is grotesqrm 
and its proposed justification of Providence an admitted 
failure. Can we say anything of the kind on behalf of 
the S2nnish Gypsy It may clearly be said that it 
certainly shows a powerful intellect stored with noble 
sentiment and impelled to utter great thoughts. It 
illustrates curiously the union observed by Lewejr of 
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great diiSdcnce with great ambition. She aims at 
the highest mark, though at any given moment she 
is despondent of achievement. She adopted the title 
of the poem, she says, because it recalled the old 
dramatists, wdth whom she thought she had “more 
cousinship than with recent poets.” ^ It .seems to have 
been first -written in the dramatic form ; though, as 
finished, it became a set of scenes interspersed with 
digressions into epic j)octry. The passages which 
would be represented in the regular drama by stage 
directions are expanded intp descriptive writing or 
into psychological discpiisitions intended to introduce 
us to the* characters. The old dramatists, to whom 
she refers, might give a precedent for introducing a 
good many sententious . remarks upon human life 
•which have no very direct relation to the story ; 
but, in truth, she reminds us rather of “Philip van 
Artevelde ” and other modern plays not intended for 
the stage ; and if -we complain that the book tried by 
dramatic tests becomes languid, it may be replied that 
we have had fair notice that it belongs to a different 
genus and should be judged from the author’s point 
of view. This, however, does not answmr the ordinary 
objection that, after all, itk not poetry; or does not 
decisively cross the indefinable but essential line which 
divides true poetry from the highest rhetoric. Here 
and there is a fine phrase, as in the opening passage 
about — 

“ Broad-breasted Spain, leuniiig -with oipiul love 
On the j\[id Sea that moans -svilli niemorics, 

And on the untravelled Ocean’s restless tide.s.” 


^ Middleton’s Spaniah Oipaia was anted about 1621. 


16S 


GEOKGE ELIOT. 


[chap. 


Or a few lines later — 



Passages often sound esactlr like pooirt ; an.d yet, 
even her admirers admit that they seldom, if ever, h.ave 
the genuine ring. They do not satisfy the old criterion 
that nothing e.an be poetry, in the full sense, of which 
we are disposed to say that it would be as good in 
])rose. The lyrics which are interspersed are palpabl- 
if clover imitations of the genuine thing- Perhaps i 
was simply that George .Eliot had not one essential 
« gift — the exquisite sense for the value of words which 
I may transmute even common thought into poetry 
Even her prose, indeed, though often admirable, some- 
tinscs becomes heavy^ and gives the impression that 
instead of finding the right word she is accumulating 
more or less complicated aj)proximafcions. Then one 
might inquire whether, after all, the problem of ‘'in- 
carnating” the abstract idea, if not really impracticable 
from the beginning, was suited to her powers. The 
ylraniatic form eispocialh” demands tin.; intuitive instead 
of thc'discurdvc ailifudc of iuiud, and tlic vivid 
d* presentation of eoueretc men and women instead 
of the I'bouglitful analysis of their character, blight 
she not .succeed by accepting the condirions frankly, 
and attempting, in spite of its bad name, an avowedly 
“ philosophical form ? She Imed ‘Words worth well 
enough to forgive his admitted shortcomings; and 
if the Jidnimori is uudoniably dull it is still a work 
which, in spite of all critical eondemnatious, has pro- 
foundly impressed the spirirual dereh.q)inenl- of many 
. eminent persons. 
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George Eliot was in fact led to t.rj various poetical 
experiments. A vojume -of .poems ■ pnblislied in 1 87 i 
contained the ‘''Legend of Jtibal," begun in IS 60, 
“ How Lisa loved the King '’ (from Boccaccio), 
“ Agatha,” : “ Armgart,” .and • A College Brealrfast 
Party,” wliieh were written in the .same period. 
That they all show gpeat literary abil^^ is unde- 
mable, though it is still doubtful whether they show 
^mbre. The “ College Breakfast,” with its down- 
right plunge into metaphysics, set forth with an 
abundant display of metaphor and illustration, is a 
singular exhibition of (as I must think) misapplied 
■ingepuby ; and chiefly interesting to people who 
may wish to know George Eliot’s judgment of Hegeli- 
anism, aistheticism, and ppsitiyism. The most rcinark- 
ahle, hdweVerVis the short poem called “0 maj- I Join 
the choir invisible.” It has been accepted by many 
who sympathise with her religious views. The in- 
visible choir is formed of those immortal dead who 
live again in minds made better by their presence,” 
So to live, we are told, “is heaven,” The generous 
natures have set their example before us, and our 
“rarer, better, truer self” finds iu them a help to 
harmonise discordant impulses, and seek a loftier 
ideal. 

“ The better self shall live till human Time 
Shall fold its eyelids, and the human sl^y 
Be gathered like a scroll within the tomb 
Fnread for ever. 

This is life to come 

Which martyred men h.ave made more glorious 
For ns v'lio .strive to follow. Mar I roach 
That purest heaven, be to other souk 
The (-up of strength in soute great agoisr, 
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Enkindle generous ardour, feed pure loTe, 
BegettliesmileStbafcliavenocruelty-- 
Be the sweet presence of a good difliised., 

And in diffusion ever more intense. 

So shall I join the choir invisiWe 
Whose music is the gladness of the world.” 

To appreciate the sacred poetry of any church, 
one ought to he an orthodox member] and, to many 
people, of course, immortality thus understood seems* 
to be rather a mockery. It would be better, they 
think, to admit frankly that immortality is a figment. 
Even they may agree that the aspiration is lofty and 
eloquently expressed. Reflections upon a similar 
theme inspire two other poems. Armgart is a prima- 
doma^ rejoicing in the overpo-wering success of her 
first appearance, who .suddenly lose.s lier voice by a 
sudden attack of throat disease ] and has to reconcile 
herself to the abandonment of her hopes, and to 
becoming part of the choir inaudible. “Jubai” — 

which seems to me to be the nearest approach to 
genuine poetry — is the story of die patriarch who 
invented music. He leaves hi.s tribe for a journey 
which, as ho has the prediluvian longevity, is pro- 
tracted for an indefinite time, and w'hen he returns 
finds that people have got out of the luibit of living 
for centuries. The descendant.^ of his eontomporarie.s 
are celebrating a feast in honour of the inventor of 
music,* and, when he innocfmtiy observes that ho is 
the person in question, ho is pooh-poohed wdthout 
further inquiry. As he lies dow'n to die his Past 
appears to him, and explains that ho .should he 
content with having bestowed the great gift upon 
mankind. . 
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“ Thy limbs shrill lie dark, tombless on the sod, 

Because fchou shinesfc. in man’s soul, a God, 

Who found and gave new passion and. new joy 
That nought but earfch?s destruction can destroy.” 

The excellent It. H. Hutton was offended by the 
doctrine of^ this poem, especially by the apparent 
implication that death is, on the whole, a good thing, 
because it induced a race, which had taken things too 
easily as long as they fancied that they had an in- 
definite time before them, to rouse themselves and 
invent musical as well as other instruments. The 
logic indeed— -if really intended— does not appear to 
be very cogent. The moral that, as we have got to die, 
W'O should be content with the consciousness of having 
])layed our part, without expecting rew'^ard or bothering 
ourselves about posthumous fame, is more to the pur- 
pose. Jubai, -who happily lived in a purely legend- 
ary region, does not come into conflict with historical 
facts like Fedalma, and may be taken as a satisfactory 
poetical symbol of a cbaraeteristic mood, suggested by 
the old thought of mortality and oblivion. I cannot, 
indeed, believe that G-eorge Eliot achieved a pei’- 
^^manent position iii English poetry: she is a remark- 
:m'bJe, I suppose' unique, " case, of a wwitcr taking to 
'jpoetry at the ripe age of forty-four, by which the 
^majority of poets have done their best work. Perhaps ■ 
fthat ^3uggests that the impulse was acquired rather 
:than innate, and more likely to succeed, in impressing ■ 
jeflective and melancholy mind.s than in vivid pre- • 
Mentation of concrete images. 
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TilE poetiv^ impulse seems to have decayed soon after 
the Sjxniish Oi/fysi/, as George Eliot gradually became 
absorbed in another novel. On 1st January 1669 she 
notes that she has projected u novel, to be called Middk- 
narch, besides a “long poem onTimoIeon,*' of which we 
hear nothing more. 3IiddlemmrJi at first made slow I'uo- 
gress. She began the ^‘Tincy and Fcatherstone parts'’ 
in August. It is not till December IS 70 that she is 
begiTining a story to be called “Miss .Brookej'” without 
any very seT'iou.s intention “of eanying it out. lengthily.” 
It bceame amalgamated with the other stojy. George 
Eliot appeal's to have suffered evtui more than usual 


i-uxperabu; 


coming out in eight parts— the first on ist Bccemlser 
ISTlj and the last in December LSIi’. JlidduMarcli, 


that she made more by it than by liOtnohr. Xearly 
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novelist. Thackeray and Dickens were both flead, 
and no survivor of her generation could he couiited 
as a rival. When a writer's fame is once establishe-d, 
the reception of his books is apt to be disprojjoi iiun- 
ately favourable. They are read not only by gerniint.: 
admirers, but by all who know that they ougiu. to 
admire. The immediate success of Mi‘Ji.lh''fr!ar>'h nray 
have been proportioned rather to the atithor's reptila- 
^ tion than to its intrinsic merits. It certainly lacks 
the peculiar charm of the early work, and one under- 
stands tvhy the Spectator should have been led to say 
that George Eliot was “the most melancholy of 
authors.”- The conclusion was apparently softened to 
meet this objection. There is not inucli downriglsi 
tragedy, but the general impression Is unini.>3rakably 
sad. This, however, does not prco'ont MiHieoi. .irSi 
from having, in some ways, even a stronger inicrrst. 
than its companions. George Eliot vras now over 
fifty, and the book represents the general tone of her 
reflection upon life and human nature, liy ihai fig-c 
most people have had some rather unpleasant uspi'm,;; 
of life pretty strongly forced upon their atteniinn : and 
George Eliot, though she made it a pjrincrplu o.! lakv 
things cheerfully, had never had much of the buoyancy 
which generates optimism. She was not, sne used m 
say, either an optimist or a pessimist, but a "nudiorb.i ’ 
— a believer that the world could be im|>3’ovcd, .‘uei •svii i 
perhaps slowly improving, though v,irh a vciy snon,': 
conviction that the obstacles were eiuirmous ;uid liu 
immediate outlook not specially bright. Smne lu’oi.cc, 
it seems, attributed her sadness to iictr m eed, lijough I 
fancy that, in such matters, creed has much le.-s h> 
with the matter than tcmperamerit. So u 
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■vromaii, working so conscientiously and with so many 
misgirings, could hardlj make her imaginary world a 
.. cheerful place of residence. Middlemarclt, is primarily 
a poi'trait ol:..the''.Gif©les^''which,,^ most familiar 

to her in youth, and ;its second title is “ a study of 
provincial life.” Proyincial life, however, is to ex- 
emplify the results of a wider survey of contemporary 
so(uety. One peculiarity of the hook is appi’opriate 
to this scheme. It is not a story, but a combination^ 
of at least three stories-^ — the love affairs of Dorothea 
and CasauDon, of Rosamond Vincy and Ijvdgate, and 
of -Mary Garth ajid Fred Yincy, which again are inter- 
v/oven with tfie story of Dulstrode. The various 
actions get mixed together as they -^vould naturally 
^ do in ca country tovm. JSIodern Engli.sh novelists 
I seem to have made up their mind that this kind of 
I mixln re is contrary to- the rules of art, I am, content 
to say that I Used to "ftiid s-ome old novels ■written on 
that plan very interesting. It is tiresome, of course, 
if a reader is to think only of the development of the 
plot. But when the purpose is to get a general picture 
of llie manners and customs of a ceri.ain social stratum, 
a!id we are (o Vte interested in all the complex play of 
character and the opinions of neiglibours, i lie method 
is appropriate to the design. The imlividnais are 
shown as involved in the iietw'ork of surrounding 
interests which affects their development, 
rnarch gives us George Eliot’s mo.st cl'iaracteristic vie'w 
of such matters. It is her aiis'U'er to the question, 

B rTiat on the -whole is your judgment of commonplace 
nglish life ? for “provincialism ” is not really confined 
|to the provinces. Without trying to put the answer 
•into a single formula, and it 'W'ould be veiy unjust to 
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her to assume that such a formula was intended, I 
may note one leading doictrine ^ / 

“An eminent philosopher among my friends,” she 
says, with a characteristiclly scientific illttstration, 
“who can dignify even yotir; ugly furniture l>y lifting 
it into the serene light of science, has shown me this 
pregnant little fact, l^om- pier-glass, an extensive sui'- 
faee of polished steel made to be rubbed by a housemaid, 
^dll be minutely and multitudinously scratched in all 
directions ; but place now against it a lighted candle as 
a centre of illumination, and the scratches ■will seem to 
arrange themselves in a fine series of concentric circles 
I’ound that little sun. It is demonstrable that the 
scratches are going everywhere impartially, and it is 
only your candle which produces the flattering illusion 
of a concentric arrangement, its light falling into an 
exclusive optical selection. These things are a par- 
able” — showdng the effect of. egoism. It may also 
represent the effect of a novelist's mental preoccupa- 
tion. Many different view's . of human society may 
be equally true to fact; but the writer, who has a 
particular “candle,” in the shape of a favoizrifce prin- 
ciple, produces a spontaneous unity by its application 
to the varying cases presented. The personages who 
carry out the various plots of Mliddlemcrrch may he, as 
I think they are, very lifelike portraits of real life, but 
they are seen from a particular point of view'. The 
“prelude” gives the keynote. We are asked to re- 
member the childi.sli adventure of Saint Tlieresa 
setting out to seek martyrdom in the country of the 
Moors. Her “passionate, ideal nature demanded an 
epic life , . . some object which would reconcile 
self-despair wdth tlie rapturous consciousness of life 



beyond sell ... She , uitimately found her epos in 
the reform of a religious order.” There are later-born 
There.sas, who had “ no epic life with a constant 
unfolding of far-resonant action.” They have had to 
work amid “dim lights and tangled circumstances”; 
they have been “helped by no coherent social faith 
and ardour which could perform the function of 


instead of centering on some long recognisable deed.” 
Wc arc to sec how such a naiiira manifests itself — no 
longer in the remote regions of arbitrary fancy, but in 
the commonplace atmosphere of a modern English 
' toAvn. In Maggie Tiilliver and in Felix: Holt we have 
' already had the struggle for an ideal ; but in Middle- 
'I mu'rch there is a fuller picture of the element of 
stiipidity and in.sensibility which is apt to clog the 
J wrings of aspiration. The Dodsons* among -w'hom 
« Maggie, is placed, belong to the stratum of sheer 
bovine indiOerence. They are not only Avithout 
ideas, but it has ncAmr oceurred to them that .such 
ibingfi exist. In Middianarch- Ave consider the higher 
stratum, which reads new.'spaper.s ' aiid supports the 
S'oeietA" for the Diflu.sioji of Useful IvnoAvledge, and 
’whose notions eomsfitute Avhat is called enlightened 
public opinion. The typical representative of what it 
calls its mind i.s Mr. Brooke, aa'Iio can talk about Sir 
Humphry Davy, and M'ordsAAUArt-Ii, and kalian art, 
and has a doligiitfui facility in handling the small 
change of conversation Ayhich has ceasetl to possess 



XII.] 


MIDDLEMAEGH. 


m 


any iritrinssic value. Even his neighbours can see that 
he is a fatuous liunibug, and do not care to veil their 
blunt commonsense b}’’ fine phrases. But he discharges 
the , functions of the Greek chorus with a boundless 
supply of tlib platitudes Vvhich represent an indistinct 
foreboding of the existence of an intellectual world. 

Dorothea, brought up 'with Mr. Brooke in place of 
a parent, is to be a Theresa struggling under “dim 
4ights and entangled circumstances.” She is related, 
of course, both to Maggie and to Boniola, though she 
is not in danger of absolute asphyxiation in a dense 
bucolic atmosphere, or of martyrdom in the violent 
struggles of hostile creeds. Her danger is rather that 
of being too easily acclimatised in a comfortable state 
of things, where there is sufficient cultivation and no 
particular demand for St. Theresas. She attracts us by 
her perfect straightforwardness and simplicity, though 
w’e are afraid that she has oven a slight touch of 
stupidity. We fancy that, she might find sati-sfaction, 
like other young ladies, in looking after schools and 
the unhealthy cottages on her uncle/’s estate. Still, 
she has a real loftiness of character, and a disposition 
to take things seriously, which make her more or less 
sensible of the limitations of her circle. She has 
vague religious aspirations, looks down upon the 
excellent country gentleman, Sir James ChotLam, and 
fancies that she would like to marry the judicious 
Hooker, or blilton in his blindness. We can under- 
stand, and even pardon' her, when she takes the pedant 
Casaubon at hi.s own valuation, and sees in him “a 
living Bossuet, whoso work would reconcile complete 
knowledge with devoted piety, a modern Augustine 
who united the glories of doctor and saint.” 

■ ' - ■ ■ M- ' , W . ' , ■ ■ - 
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Dorothea’s misguided adoration is, I think, very 
natural, but it is undeniably painful, and many readers 
protested. The point is curious. George Eliot de- 
clared that she' bad - dived in much sympathy with 
Casaubon’s life, and. was especially gratified when some 
one saw the pathos of his career, No doubt thare is 
a pathos in devotion to an entirely mistaken ideal. 
To spend a life in researches, all thrown array from 
ignorance of what has beeii done, is a melauclioly fate? 
One secret of Casaiibon’s blunder was explained to his 
wife during the honeymoon. He had not — as Ladis- 
law^: pointed out-read the Germans, and was therefore 
groping through a w'ood with a, pocket compa.ss where 
they had made carriage roads. But- suppose that he 
had read the last authorities '? IVould that have really 
mended matters ? A deeper objection is visible even to 
ln.s own circle. Solid Sir James Clieftam reniark.s 
tliafc ho is a man “with iio good rc;d Mood in his 
body,” and Ladislaw curses him for “a cursed whito- 
'hloodcd pedantic coxcomb.” Tlieir judgment is con- 
firmed by nil that we. lic.ar of him. lie TUiUTies, wc 
arc told, becaaso he wmnts “female tendance for his 
declining ycar.s. Hence he determined to abandon 
kimself to the stream of feclitig, ami porhap.s was 
surprised to find what an exceedingly shallow rill it, 
was.” His petty jealousy and --steady srubbiug of Iti.^ 
w’lfe is all in character. Xou wo can pin' a man for 
making a blurider, and perhap.?, in some sense, we 
ought to “pity” him for haafing neidicr heart nor 
passion. But that i;S a kind of pity which is not akin 
to love, Borothoa’a mistake was not th;it she married 
a man vko had not read German, but that she 
mamed a stick instead of a maa. The story, the more 
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fully M*e aoc(3pt its truthfulness, becomes the more of a 
satire against young ladies who aim at lofty ideals. 
It implies a capacity for being imposed upon by a mere 
outside shell of pretence. Then we have to ask 
whether things arc made better bi^ her subsequent 
marriage to Ladislair 1 That equally offended some 
readers, as George Eliot complained. Ladislaw is 
almost obtrusively a favourite with his creator. He is 
'•called “Will” for the sake of endearment; and we 
are to understand him as so charming that Dorotheas 
ability to keep him at a distance gives the most striking 
proof of her strong sense of wifely duty. Yet Ladis- 
law is scarcely more attractive to most masculine readers 
than the dandified Stephen Guest. He is a dabbler 
in art and literature; a small journalist, readji^ to 
accept employment from silly Mr. Brooke, and ap- 
parently liking to lie on a rug in the houses of his 
friends and flirt with their pretty wives. He certainly 
shows indifference to money, and behaves himself 
correctly to Dorothea, though he, has fallen in love 
W'ith her on her honeymoon. ■ He is no doubt an 
amiable Bohemian, for some of whose peculiarities 
it would be easy to suggest a living original, and 
■we' can believe that Dorothea was quite content 
with her lot. But that seems to imply that a Theresa 
of our days has to he content with sucklijig fools and 
chronicling small beer. We are told, indeed, that 
LadisIaAV became a reformer — apparently a “philo- 
sophical radical ’’ — and even had the good luck to be 
returned by a constituency who paid his expenses. 
George Elliot ought to know ; but I cannot believe in 
this conclusion. Ladislaw, I am convinced, became 
a brilliant journalist who could write smartly about 
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eYerytMng, but wlio had not the moral force to be a 
leader in thought or action. I should be the last 
person to deny that a journalist may lead an honour- 
able and useful life, but I cannot think tbe profession 
congenial to a lofty devotion to ideals, 1 Dorothea was 
content with giving him “wufoly help"’; asking his 
friends to dinner, one supposes, and copying his ill- 
wTitten manuscripts. Many lamented tiuit “so rare a 
creature should be absorbed into the life of anothei',”^' 
though no one could point out exactly v.iiat she ought 
to have done. That is just the pity of it. There was 
nothing for her to do 3 and T can only comfort my.self 
by reflecting that, after all, she had a dash of 
stupidity, and that more successful Tliercsas may do a 
good deal of mischief. 

The. next pair of lovcr-s gives a less ambiguous 
moral. Lydgate, we are told, though we .scarcely .see 
it, was a man of great energy, with a liigh purpose. 
His ideal is slunm by his ambition to be a leader in 
medical science. In contrast to Casauboii, he is 
thoroughly familiar with the I.atest authorities, and has 
a capacity for really falling in lore. Unfortunately, 
Itosamond Vincy is a model of one of the forms of 
stupidity again.st which the gods figlit in ■wain. Being 
utterly incapable of cvcit imder.itanding lier hu.sband's 
a.spi rations, fixing her mind on the vulgar kind 
success, and having the .strength of will ■which eomes 
from an absolute limitation to one aim, slie is a most 
effective torpedo, and pAiruIyscs all Lydgatck-i energies, 
s Ho is entangled in money difticulties ; gives up hi.s 
I aspii’atlons ; sinks into a merely popular phj’sie-ian, 

, I and is sentenced to <iie early of diphtheria. A really 
strong maUj such as Lydgate is supposed to be, might 
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perliaps have made a better fight against the tempta- 
tion and escaped that slavery to a pretty woman which 
seems to have impressed G-eorge Eliot as the great 
danger to the other sex. But she never, I think, 
showed mdre power than in this painful history. The 
skill with which Lydgate’s gradual abandonment of 
his lofty aims is worked out without making him 
simply contemptible, forces us to recognise the 
-struthfulness of tbe conception. It is an inimitable 
study of such a fascination as the snake is supposed to 
exert upon the bird : the slow reluctant surrender, step 
by step, of the higher to the lower nature, in conse- 
quence of weakness which is at least perfectly intel- 
ligible. George Eliot’s “ psychological analysis” is 
here at its best ; if it is not surpassed by the power 
shown in Bulstrode. Bulstrode, too, has an ideal of a 
kind ; only it is the vulgar ideal which is suggested by 
a low' form of religion. George Eliot show's the ugly 
side of the beliefs in which she had more frequently 
emphasised the purer elements. ,But she still judges 
without bitterness ; and gives, perhaps, the most satis- 
factory portrait of the hypocrisy W'hich is more often 
treated by the method of savage caricature. If he is 
not as amusing as a Tartuffe or a Pecksniff, he is 
marvellously lifelike. Kothing can be finer than the 
description of the curious blending of motives and the 
ingenious self-deception which enables Bulstrode to 
maintain his own self-respect. He is afraid of 
exposure ]>y the .scamp who has know'ii his past history, 
“At six o’clock he had already been long dressed, and 
had spent some of his wretchedness in prayer, pleading 
his motives for averting the W'orst evil if in anything 
he had used falsity and spoken what w'as nut true 


GEOPvOE ELIOT. 


(AU /’ 

’ll 

;;|[ _ 


before God. For Bulstrode shrank from a direct lie 
■vrith an intensity disproportionate to the number of 
his direct misdeeds. But many of those misdeeds 
■were like the subtle muscular movements which are 
not taken account of in the consciousness, though they 
bring about the end that we fix our mind on and 
desire. And it is only what we are naively conscious 
of that we can vividly imagine to be seen by Omni- 
science.” The culminating scene in which Bulstrode f 
comes to the edge of murder, and, though he does not 
kill his enemy, refrains from officiously saving life, is 
the practical application of the principles; and one is 
half inclined to think that there was some excuse for 
the proceeding. 

It is, I think, to the force, and penetration shown in 
such passages that MithlJemarch owes its impressiveness. 
It shows George Eliot’s reflective powers fully ripened 
and manifesting singular insigh't. into certain intricacies 
of motive and character. There is, indeed, a correla- 
tive loss of the early power of attractiveness. The 
remaining pair of lovers, Mary Garth and Fred Vincy, 
the shrewd young woman and the fechle young gentle- 
man whom she governs, do not carry us away ; and 
Caleb Garth, though he is partly drawn from the same 
original as Achwn Bede, is unimpeachable, but a faint 
duplicate of his predece.s3or. The moral most obviously 
suggested would apparently be that the desirable thing 
is to do your work well in the position to which 
Providence has assigned you, and Jiot to bother about 
‘Gdeals” at all. II fautjuUivtr noire janlin is an excel- 
lent moral, but it comes more appropriately at the end 
of Candida than at the end of a story which is to give 
us a. modern Theresa. 
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This, I think, explains tlie rather ijairiiul impression 
which is made by MiddhmarcJk It is prompted by u 
sympathy for the enthusiast, but turns out to be 
virtually a satire upon the modern world. The lofty 
nature is to be exhibited struggling agauist the 
■ circumambient element of crass stupidity and stolid 
' selfishness. But that element comes to represent the 
; dominant and overpowering force. Belief is in so 
^chaotic a state that the idealist is likelj? to go astray 

• after false lights. Intellectual ambition mistakes 

• pedantry for true learning : religious aspiration tempts 
; acquiescence in cant and superstition ; the <Iesire to 

• carry your creed into practice makes compromise 
f necessary, and compromise passe.s imperceptibly into 

surrender. One is tempted to ask whether this does 
not exaggei'ate one aspect of the human tragicomedy. 
The unity, bo return to our “parable,” is to be the 
light carried by the observer in seareli of an idealist. 
In Mkldlenwrch the light shows the aspirations of the 
serious actors, and measures their excellence by their 
capacity for such a motive. The test so suggested 
seems to give a rather onesided view of the world. 
The perfect novelist, if such a being- existed, looking 
upon human nature from a thoroughly impartial and 
scientific point of view, would agree that such aspira- 
tions are rare and obviously impossible for the great 
mass of mankind. People, indisputaldy, are “ mostly 
fools,” and cars very little for theories of life and 
conduct. Btit, therefore, it is idle to quarrel with ttue 
inevitable or to be disappointed at; its results ; and. 
moreover, it is easy to attach too much importance to 
this particular impulse. The world, somehow or othe!-, 
worries along by means of very ci'.tmmoiiplaee utfeciluns 
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and very limited outlooks. George Eliot, no doubt, 
fully recognises that fact, but she seems to be dispirited 
by the contemplation. The resiilt, however, is that 
■ she seems to be a little, out of touch with the actual 
' world, and to .speak from a position of philosophical 
detachment which somehow exhilnts her characters in 
a rather dialorting light. For that reason Midak- 
rnarch seems to fall short of the great masterpieces 
wdiich imply a cIo.ser contact with the world of realities,^ 
and less preoccupation with certain .speculative doc- 
trines, Yet it is clearly a work of extraordinary 
' power, full of subtle and accurate observation ; and 
. gives, if a melancholy, yet an undeniably truthful 
portraiture of the impression made by the society of 
the time upon one of the keenest observers, though 
. upon an observer looking at the world from a certain 
' distance, and rather too much impressed by the 
importance of philosophers and theorist. s. 
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Georoe Eliot was to write one more novel, and one 
which was intended to give most clearlj" her message 
to mankind. In .Tune 1874- she ’"is ‘'‘brewing her 
future '^big book.” In February 1876 r,be lirst part 
was published j it came out in the same form as 
Midiiymarchf in eight monthly iiarls, and had from 
the first a larger sale than its predecessor. Here 
again we have the doctrine of ideals, and expounded 
w'ith oven more emphasis. The story is really two . 
stories put side by side and intersecting at intervals. 
Each gives a life embodying a principle, and each 
illustrates its opposite by the contrast. Gwendolen 
Harletb, a young lady v,dth aspirations in a latent 
state, is misled into a worldly marriage, a; id tliough 
ultimately saved, is .saved “ as by fire,” Daniel Deronda 
is throughout true to his higher nature, and is, in 
George Eliot's 'ivorks, -what Sir Charles Grandison is 
in liichardson’s — the type of human perfection. The 
stoiy of G'vveiidolen's marriage shows undiminished 
power. Hero and there, perhaps, we have a little too 
much psychological analysis ; but, after ail, the reader 
who objects to p.syehulogy can avoid it by skipping a 
paragraph or two. It is another version of the old 
tragic motive : the paralysing influence of unmitigated 
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and concentrated selfishness, already illustrated by 
Tito and Eosamond.. G-randcotirtj. to whom Gwen- 
dolen sacrifices herself, is compared to a crab or a 
boa-constrictor slowly pinching its victim to death : 
to appeal to him for mercy would be as idle as to 
appeal to “ a dangerous serpent ornamentally coiled 
on her arm.”' He is a Tito in a further stage of 
development— -with all better feelings atrophied, and 
enabled, by his fortune, to gratify his spite without 
exerting himself in intrigues. Like Tito, he suggests, 
to me at least, rather the cruel woman than the male 
autocrat. Some critic remarked, to George Eliot’s an- 
noyance, that the scenes between him and his parasite 
Jmsh showed the “imperious feminine, not the mas- 
culine character.” >She comforted herself b}' the 
statement that Bernal Osborne — a thorough man of 
the world — had commended these scenes as specially 
lifelike. I can, indeed, accept both views, for the 
distinction is rather too delicate for definite appli- 
cation. One feels, I think, that G-randcourt was 
drawn by a woman ; but a sort of voluptuous 
enjoyment of malignant tyrann}’* is unfortunately not 
confined to either sex. Anyhow, Gwendolen’s ordeal 
is pathetic, and she excites more sympathy than any of 
Geoi'ge Eliot’s victims. I’erliaps she excites a little 
too much, xbfc least, when .she comes very near homi- 
cide (like Caierina in the Clerical Scenes audBulstrode 
in Middhimrch)) and withholds her hand from her 
drowning husband, one i.s strongly tempted to give 
the verdict, “ Served him right.” Slie, however, feels 
some remorse ; and Daniel Deronda, wliu becomes her 
confessor, is mtich too admirable a being to give any 
sanction to this immoral source of consoia} ion. She is 
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so charming in lier way- that we feel more interest in 
the criminal than in the confessor, I have no sym- 
• pathyj” she says on ;one. occasioiij women who 

are alwmys doing right.” ./Perhaps that is the reason 
why we cannot quite : bow the Daniel 

Deronda. 

That young gentleman is a model from the first. 
He has a “ seraphic face.” There is “ hardly a delicacy 
^ of feeling ” of •which he is not capable— even when lie 
is at Eton. He is so ethereal a lieing that we are a 
little shocked when he is mentioned iti connection with 
c/d/v’ch'. One can’t fancy an angel at a. London dinner 
table. That is, indeed, the impression which he makes 
upon his friend. A family is created expressly to pay 
Iiomage to him. They are supposed to have a sen.-^e of 
humour to make their worship more impressive ; l.»ut 
they certainh" keep it in the background isdieu speak- 
ing of him. People, says one of the young ladies, 
must he content to take our hroihevs for husimnds, 
because they can’t get Dei'onda. “Ho woman ought 
to want to' marry him,” replies her sister . . . “fancy 
finding out that he had a tailor’s bill and used boot- 
hooks, like our brother.” Angels don’t emphjy tailors. 
They comjiarc him to his face to Puddha, who gave 
himself to a famishing tigress to saw; her and her cub.s 
from sta.rvation. To Gwendolen this peerless person 
naturally becomes an “outer conseieneo ” ; and, when ho 
exhorts her to use her past sorrow as a preparation for 
life, instead of letting it spoil her life, the words arc 
to her “like the touch of a miraculous hand,” tShc 
begins “a ne'w existence,” but it seems “inseparable 
from Deronda,” and she longs that his presence may 
be permanent. Happily she does not dare to love him, 
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and 3iopes only to be bound to him by a “'spiritual 
tie." That is just as well, beeatise by a fortunate 
aceident be has picked a perfect, young Jewess out of 
the Tliame.s, into which she liad thro’ivn herself, like 
Mary Mollstonecraft. Moreover, by another providen- 
tial accident — Providence interferes i-alher to excess 
— he has walked into the city and stumbled upon a 
virtuous Jewish pawnbroker : raid at the pawnbroker's 
has met the Jewess’s long-lost brother Mordeeai, who 
turns out to be as perfect as Deronda himself. 

,, It must be admitted that the Jewish cdrcle into 
wiiidy Ileronda is admitted doc.s m*t strike one as 
drawn from tlie life. That is oni3’' natural, as Mordeeai 
'is the incarnated pursuit of an ideal. Mordeeai is 
devoted to the restoration of the Jewish nationality — 
a scheme which to the vulgar mind seems only one 
degree less chiraericM than ^area’s plan for a gypsy 
nationality in Africa. It gives a chance to Peronda, 
however. For a perfect young man in a time of 
‘‘social questions/’ he has hithorio been ratlioi* oddly 
at a loss for an end to wdiich he can de^’ote his jjowers. 
This is explained by a lengiiiy dissertation on his 
chanicter. He is too good. ‘‘His plenteous flexible 
sympathy had ended by falling into one current with 
that reflective analysis w'hich tends to neutralise sym- 
pathy," He is not vicious, but ho “takes even vit‘e.s 
mildly " ; be. is “fervidly deinocralic " from sympathy 
with the people, and yet “ intemseh’' conservative" 
from imagination and affection. He likes to be ou the 
losing side in order to have t he pleasure of martyrdom ; 
but he is afraid that too much martyrdum will make 
him bitter. -The solution comes by the discovery, 
strangely delayed by a combination of drcumstaxices, 
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that he was a genuine Jew bj births Xow he can 
accept Mordecai for his prophet and take “heredity'’ 
for his guide. “ You/’ he says to that inspired person, 
“ have given shape to what, I believe, was an inherited 
yearning—the effect of brooding passionate thoughts 
in many ancestors-— thoughts that seem to have been 
intensely present with my grandfather.” He lias 
always longed for an ‘ideal task ’-—some “eaptain- 
>• ship, which should come to him as a duty and not 
be striven for as a personal prize.” The “idea that 
I am possessed witli,” as he afterward explains, is 
“that of restoring a political existence to my people, 
making them a nation again, giving them a national 
centre such as the Engli.sh, though they too are 
scattered over the face of the globe.” It seems from 
her volume of essays (Theophrastus Surh) that George 
Eliot considered this to he a reasonable investment 
of human energy. As we cannot all discover that 
we belong to the chosen people, and some of us might, 
even then, doubt the udsdom of the enterprise, one 
feels that Deronda’s mode of solving his problem is 
not generally applicable. George Eliot’s sympathy for 
the Jews, her aversion to Anti-Semitism, was thorough- ' 
ly generous, and naturally welcomed by its objects. 
But taken as the motive of a hero it .strikes one as 
showing a defective sense of humour. “One may 
understand jokes without liking them,” says the 
musician Klcsmcrj and adds, “I am very sensible 
to wit and humour.” There can be no doubt that 
George Eliot was very sensible to those qualities, and 
yet she refuses to perceive that Daniel Dcronda is an 
amiable monomaniac and occasionally a very prosy 
moralist. 
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I must repeat that George Eiiot mas intensely femi- 
nine, though more philosophical than most women. 
She show's it to the best purpose in the subtlety and 
the charm of her portraits of women, unriv alled in some 
ways hy any writer of either sex ; and shows it also, 
as I tliiuk, in a true perception of the more feminine 
aspects of her male characters. (Still, she sometimes 
illustrates the weakness of the feminine view. Daniel 
Deroncla is not merely a fciiiinine hut, one is inclined* 
to say, a schoolgirrs hero, lie is so hCiibitive and 
ecrnpulously delicate that he will luti soil hivS hands by 
joining in the rough ])lay of ordinary political and 
social reformers. He will not comiuomisc, and yet he 
shares the dislike of his creator for fanatics and the 
devotees of “‘fads.” The monomaniac type is certainly 
disagreeable, though it may be useful, Dcronda con- 
trives to avoid its more ohensive- peculiarities, but at 
the price of devoting himself to an unreal and dreamy 
ohjoet. P.robahIy, one fancies, he became disgusted in 
later life by finding that, after .Mordecai's death, the 
pieople with whom he liad to work Imd not the charm 
of that half-inspired vi.sionary. He is, in any case, an 
idealist, who can only he provided with a task by a 
kind of providential intcrpusitioii. The discovery that 
one can bo carrying out onch gramlhither’s ideas is 
not generally a very powerful source of inspiration. 
“Heredity” represents an important factor in life, but 
can hardly be made into a religion. So far, therefore, 
as Deronda is an eesthetiu embodiment tif an ethical 
revelation'— -a judicious hint to n young man in search 
of an. ideal~he represents an untenable theory. From 
' -the point of view of the simple novel reader he fails from 
unreality. ■ G'eorge Eliot, in later years, came to know 
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several representatives in the younger generation of 
the class to Avhich .Deronda belonged. She speaks, for 
example, with great warmth of Henry Sidgwick, His 
friends, she remarks, by their own account, ahrays 
“ expected him to act according to a higher standard ” 
than they would attribute to any one else or adopt 
for themselves. She sent Deronda to Cambridge soon 
after she had written this, and took great care to 
-^give an accurate account of the incidents of Cambridge 
life. I have always fancied — though without any 
evidence — that some touches in Deronda were drawn 
from one of her friends, Edmund Gurney, a man 
of remarkable charm of character, atid as good- 
looking as Deronda. In the Cambridge atmosphere of 
Deronda’s days there was, I think, a certain element 
of rough com monsense which might have knocked 
some of her hero’s nonsense out of him. Biit, in any 
case, one is sensible that George Eliot, if she is think- 
ing of real life at all, has come to see through a 
romantic haze which deprives, the portrait of reality, 
r TriS^native 'sense is declining, and the characters 
i are becoming emblems or symbols of principle, and com- 
i posed of more moonshine than solid flesh and blood. 
The Gwendolen story taken by itself is a masterly 
piece of social satire; but in spite of the approval of 
learned Jews, it is impossible to feel any enthusiastic 
regard for Deronda in his surroundings. 


CONCLUSION. 


The i.ewcGcs had Ijl'ou in the habit of recruiting their 
health in various country places in the neighbourhood 
of London, as well as in occasional trips to the Con- 
tinent. In 18TG they bouglit a house at Witley, near 
Godaiming, in tlio chamiing Surrey country which 
looks up to Ilindhead and Blackdown. They were 
neighbours of, Tennyson, who saw them occasionally 
both there and in town. An anecdote of a quarrel 
between them is refuted by Tennyson’s son. What 
really ha[)pcncd ivas that, as she was leaving hi.s 
house, Tennyson pressed her hand “kindly and 
sweetly” and said, “I wish you wcdl with your 
molecules !” She replied as gently, “I got on very 
well with ray molecules.” Tennyson held that the 
flight of Hetty in Adaiii Bede and Thackeray's ac- 
count of Colonel Newcorao’s decline were “'the two 
.. most pathetic things in modern fiction/' lie greatly 
y , admired her insight into character, “but did not 
• ^ think iier so true to nature as Shakespeare and ISIiss 

;i Auk-en.^’ I will not argue upon .such dicta, though 

I they are interesting in j-egard to both persons. 

* George Eliot was' more or less acquainted with other 
eminent writers of her time. The Lewesea stayed 
, with Mark Pattison at Oxford, and afterwards with 
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•Towett, who sent them the proof-sheets of his Plato. 
Diekens was friendly till his death, and she speaks 
with ailcotiou of Anthony Troll opo, “one of the 
heartiest, most genuine, and moral men we know'.’’ 
Their life, however, continued to he secluded, and 
they thought of retiring altogether to "Witley, Lewes 
w'as no-^v -working at his last book, the Problems of 
Ufa and Mind, hut his health w^as beginning to break, 
ffe was taken ill at the “Priory” to■^vards the end 
of 1878, and died on 28th November. 

George Eliot was prostrated by the blow. The 
first employment to which she could devote herself 
•was the arrangement of Le-wes’s unfinished work. 
She resolved to found a “ George Henry Lewies 
studentship,” which should enable some young man 
to carry on physiological research. Henry Sidgwdek, 
Sir .Michael Foster, and others gave her advice, and 
in the course of the year the plan wnis settled and a 
student elected. Gradually she revived. Her friend, 
Madame Bodichon, describes her in June 1879 as 
“wretchedly thin” and looking “in her long loose 
black dress like the black shadow of herself,” Still, 
she sxiid thxxt “she had so much to do that she must 
keep well” ; the world -was so “intensely interesting.” 
She had at this time jjuhlished the last of her books, 
-which had already been read and approved bjr Lewes. 
The Impressions of Theophrastus Such is a curious per- 
formance -wliich certainly seems to suggest that her 
intellect — though not weakened — had somehow got 
into the least appropriate application of its energies. 
A short essay should above all things he bright and 
clear, and if it touches grave thoughts, touch them -with 
a light hand. Nobody can call Theophrastus Such light 
■ N- 
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. in its touch. The manuorism uhiuli shovred itself 
- occasionally in her first works, the ironical application 
; of scientific analogies to trifiing matters, sometimes hits 
, the mark, hut- was always apt to become ponderous, 
if not pedantic. Theo^ihrai^tus Such seems to be entirely 
composed of such matter, questionable, perhaps, at the 
best, and making the niqdeasant impression of all 
laborious attempts at -v^'itticism. She liad, for example, 
been disgusted, as every real lover of good literature 
?nust be disgusted, at flippant and irreverent bur- 
lesques. She prote.sts against a practice which she 
calls “debasing the moral currency.’’ “And yet, it 
seems, parents will put into the bauds of their children 
ridiculous parodies (perhaps with more ridiculous 
* illustrations ’) of the poems which stirred their own 
tenderness and filial duty, and cause them to make 
their first acquaintance with great men, great works, 
or solemn crises, through the medium of some miscel- 
laneous burlesque which, with its idiotic puns and 
farcical attitudes, will remain among their primary 
associations and reduce them throughout their time 
of studious preparation for life to the moral imbecility 
of an iinvard giggle at what might have stimulated 
the high emulation which fed the fountains of com- 
passion, trust, and con.stancy.” That may be %*ery 
true, but surely it would he po.ssibIc to put it a 
little more pointedly, <.4eorgc EUul in wwiting these 
essays seems first to hav^j got into the too didaciic vein 
to which she was always prone, and then to have put 
her observations into the most tortuous and cumlirous 
.?hape by way of giving them an air of solemuiu. 
What, one asks, had become of Mrs. Fcysci" '? The 
book, however, succeeded well enough to satisfy her ; 
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but. T can hardly believe that anybody, can novf read 
it except from a sense of duty. 

The remainder of George Eliot’s life may be told in 
a fev words. In 1867 Lewes had been introduced by 
Mr. Herbert Spencer to Mrs. Cross, a lady then living 
at Woy bridge wdth a daughter, Miss Elizabeth D. 
Gross, who had Ju.st published a volume of poems. 
Miss Cross was invited by Lewes to see George Eliot, 
and»a friendship sprang up beWeen the families. In 
186!) the Lewese-s paid a visit to the Crosses at M^ey- 
bridge, and the friendship became intimacy. ■ The 
death of Lewes’s son, Thornton, and of a married 
daughter of Mrs. Cross ■within the next tavo months, 
strengthened the bond by mutual sympathy, hir. 
John ’’iYalter Cross, son of Mrs. Cross, then a banker 
at New York, was staying at Weybridge during George 
Eliot’s TLsitj and .soon afterwards settled in England in 
his mother’.s house. He became -.very intimate with 
the Lewoscs, and frequently visited them at Witley.. 
After Lewes’s death he was an able and sympathetic 
adviser. His mother had died -a week after Lewe.s,. 
and he tvas anxious to find relief and occupation in 
some new pursuit. Ho began- to read Dante, and 
George Eliot propo.sed to help him in his studies. 
From that time they saw each other constantly ; and 
as Geoi’gc Eliot’s spirit recovered from the shock, she 
began again to find j)leasuro in music and in visiting 
the National Gallery. The support of Mr. Cross’s 
companionship relieved her sense of desolation, and in 
April 1880 they decided upon marriage. The marriage 
look place on 0th May, and the only possible comment 
is lier own .statement to Mme, Bodicbon. ‘‘ ISIr. Cross’s 
family,” she says, “welcome me 'with the utmost 



GEORGE ELIOT. 


tenderness. All this is wonderful blessing falling to 
me beyond my share after I had thought that life was 
ended, and that, so to speak, my eollin -was ready for 
me in the next room. Deep down below there is a 
river of sadness, but this must always bo with those 
who have lived Jong— -and I am able to enjoy rny 
newly' I’eopcned life. I shall be a better, more loving 
creature than I, could have been in solitude. To be 
eontantly, lovingly grateful hir tlio gift of a pn»lcct 
love is the best illumination of one's mind to all the 
possible good there may* be in store for man on this 
troublous little planet.” 

The Crosses made a tour after their marriage, staj’- 
Ing some time at Venk-e, and returning to Witley' by 
the end of July, Her health seemed at first to have 
greatly improved, and she was a1>le to talce walks and 
to sec sights during the jourueya After j-eturning 
to England, she had a serious att<acik in iScptembcr, 
follow'ed by’ a partial rocovciw. On 4th, December 
the Crosses moved into a r.ew house which they* had 
taken at 4 Cheyne Walk, Cheisca. A fortnight later 
a. sliglic chill brought on a fresh attack. Her previous 
illness had weakened her |)ower oi rallying, atid she 
died on 22nd December 

tJeorge Eliotts main personal clnanicto-ristics .«honhl 
lie sufficiently iiidi'e«%t<3'dd.>y' what I ha’s-c alrea<Iy’ said. 
A few remarks, however, may help to complete the 
pioturo. ^Imong her active emphynienta she foimd 
time to lead the life of an industrious student. Though 
frequently interrupted by?' iil-heallU; she was capable 
of sustained and severe actention to difiiculfc subjects. 
-.The list of her accomplish munis acquired at different 
li a long one. She had a thorough knowdodgo 
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of Freneli, (^rcrman, Italian, and Spanish, and could 
talk in each language correctly, though '‘\rith diffi- 
culty.'’ She could read the classical languagTss with 
pleasure ; and kept up her familiarity with the great 
masterpieces of all periods by frequent re-reading. 
She was fond of reading aloud, especially Milton and 
ti.ie Bible ; and a fine voice, perfectly under command, 
gave peculiar power to her rendering of solemn and 
maljestic passages. lieljrew was a favourite stiid}^ ; and 
though she read little of the lighter literature of the 
day, she had a very retentive memory of the novels — 
George Sand’s, for example — which she had read in her 
youth. She read a good many' historical works, 'and, 
as we have seen, could get up minute antiquarian 
details wdth unflagging industry. Besides her main 
studies, she had dipped into scientific v/ritings, bad 
at one time taken to geometry, and thought that she 
had some aptitude for mathematics. Her interest in 
the philosophical speculations of the time we have 
sufficiently indicated. Her powers of assimilating 
knowledge were, in fact, extraordinary, and it may 
safely be said that no novelist of mark ever possessed 
a wdder intellectual culture. With all lier knowledge, 
she attended to the ordinary feminine duties. She 
was proud of her good housekeeping, and her early 
training and love of order had given her a thorough 
knowledge of how such matters should be done. She 
sympathised, of course, with projects for reforming 
female education, and was one of the first subscribers 
to Girton College. She had, however, a characteristic- 
misgiving lest a university system might weaken the 
bonds of family life. The feminine qualities are as 
characteristic of the student as' of the writer. She 
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read reverently, witli a desire to appreciate and 
admire. Tlie critical, or ratlier scoffing attitude of 
mind, was intensely antipathetic to her. She seems 
to have loved especially the gentler and more serious 
observers of life, such as Goldsmith and Oowper and 
Miss Austen, and venerated such great men as Dante 
and Milton (“her demi-god,‘ds she calls him), whose 
austerity breathes a lofty moral sentiment. She rarely 
expresses her antipathies; but one instance is char- 
acteristic. Of Byron she speaks with disgust, as the 
“most vulgar-minded genius that ever produced a 
great effect in literature, ” The author of Jmn 
could not well be congenial to the creator of Fedalnia, 
■Women, it is said, are wanting in humour ; and perhaps 
for the obvious reason that the humorist is apt to 
find that the easiest , roads of making a point lie 
through profanity or indecency, George Eliot’s sense 
of humour was undeniably keen, but she will not give 
play to it when it takes the offensive. That need not 
be regretted. It is a less satisfactory result wlicn her 
tlesire to sympathise with all high impulses leads her 
in her later stories to shut her eves to the comic side, 

.IK ^ 

which forces itself upon the less restrained humorists, 
and to present ns with model characters verging too 
decidedly upon priggisiiness. A touch of pedagogic 
severity saddens her view of the friy'olous world.' Her 
profound conviction of the mischief done by stupidity, 
of the clogging and degrading effect of the general 
atmosphere of commonplace upon a.spiring souls, 
diminishes her appreciation of fouls, and Thi‘Qphra$iu;t 
Such suggests even a tinge of sourne-ss. George Elior, 
we are told, took little intere.st in eonteiuporary politics. 
During the war of 1S70 she reminds xi. friend of the 


XIV,] 


COKCLUSTON. 


199 


famous anecdote of Goethe/s indifterence to the Reyolu- 
tion of 1S30 as compared with the controversies of 
Cuvier and Saiut-Hilaire. She says that it is impossible 
to “ doff aside ’’ the French and German war after that 
fashion. In general, however, she seems to have 
accepted Goethe's attitude, and to have been more 
interested in the advances of scientific thought than 
in the reforming energies of Gladstone's first govern- 
ment. She thought that political matters in England 
were managed by " amateurs,” that their quarrels 
involved a growing quantity of personal abuse and im- 
putation of unworthy motive. That is a natural impres- 
sion of the philosophical looker-on; and I need not ask 
whether active politicians are justified in meeting it 
with simple contempt. Her sympathy with the posi- 
tivists predisposed her, moreover, to think more of 
the slow operation of changed ideals than of particular 
political changes. Her interest in positivism was 
always strong. She was on terms of intimate friend- 
ship with Hr. Congreve, Mr. Frederic Hai'rison, and 
Professor Beesly, and subscribed to the funds of the 
central body. She did not, indeed, accept positivist 
doctrines unreservedly, and had by her side a keen 
critic in , George Lewes, who' had" fonoTved’"Conite’s 
early teaching, but repudiated the theories of social 
reconstruction propounded in the later Politique Posi- 
tive. Both, it appears, regarded it as ‘‘a Utopia, pre- 
senting liypotheses rather than doctrines,” and she 
could .sympathise with Comte as “'an individual” 
trying “to anticipate the work of future generations.” 
The special point of .S 3 ’'mpathy was, of course, the 
aspect w'ith which the Comtists regarded the old 
creeds as stages iu the continuous evolution of 
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Ijumaniiy. In Uiat respect, too, G-eorge Eliot was 
eminently feminine. She had the strong religious 
instinct common to so many nolsle women in nmose 
sympathy masculine reformers have found comfort 
amidst the har-sh controversies and struggles of active 
work. The historv' of her hooks is oii ono side a 
history of the consequent development of her mind. 
Her intellectual expan.sinn k-di her t(> accept the leach- 
ing of tlic men wlio reiu'csented for her the most 
advanced thought of the lime. Ihu the aggressive- 
ness which it genoralxtl for a iisne was a traiisitory 
; franut of mind. The first series of m.u'ols represents 
- the fond tbrelling upon all the loftier impulses udiich 
had utt6re<l themselves in stammering ami inijujrfect 
; dialects prescribed hy tlogruas tio longer tenable; 
i while the later correspond tCi a longing to fiiid an 
utterai'iCe reconcilable wit-h full acceptance of scientific 
j truih. rkiniel Ikn-onda, one fancies, vrould have em- 
' bodied her scniiments more completeir if, instead of 
devoting liim.sell to the Jews, lie had become a leading 
propliet in the eburdi of hunumity. h’haL jio doubt, 
would have brutiglil him intu Oiu elu.'t- a contact v.'ith 
notorious facts. 

I have saitl that Ckorge El lot V, peeiiliar place among 
„ the Tu.fveli.'its the lime wn.-; in some .^oiise determined 
* by the 'philosophical tendencies which vrere shared by 
i noiie of her cuntemiimaries. I do not mean to imply 
that it was her prnper function io prcipagate any 
philosophical doctrine, and have tried to poiiit out 
the defects due to her inclinatiuris in that direction. 

« 'Novels should, I take it, be t nuc^hgured experience; 
tlley Xduld be based upon the direct cdbservation and 
the genuine emotioim which It has inspired ; when 
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the}’- are deliberately intended to be a sj^mbolisia of 
anv generar formula, they become unraal as repre,seuta - 
live of fact, and unsatisfactoiy as I'dulo.sopliical ex- 
po-sition. George Eliot’s early success and i he faults 
of her later vrorlc illustrate, I have srdd, the right and 
■wrong methods. But, in '.conclusion, I may try to 
indicate what seems to me to be the quality vwhich, in 
spite of iue^dta])lc shortcomiriga in underiaking the im- 
possible, gives the permanent itiitu’esi of her works. 
That, I think, appears most simply liy regarding tlicm 
us implicit autobiography. George Eliot gives a direct 
picture of the Etiglahd of her early days, and, le.ss 
directly, a picture of its later developments. Her 
picture of tlie old country life o-wes its charm to the 
personal memories, and may iKJSsibI}" have .a little 
personal colouring. If a novelist could bo thoroughh.- 
‘■realistic/’ and give the truth, the whole truth, aiul 
nothing but the truth, there would m/ doubt be a good 
deal to add lo the descriptions of the life ui Shepperion 
and Dorleote IMill. But, then, I do not tjclieve that 
any human intellect can give the whole truth about 
anything. IVhat can be given truly is the imprcH.sion 
made upon tlie mind of the ob-server ; and ■when the 
observer has a miml of such retlective powei', so much 
insight, and .such teiulerness and sensibility as George 
Eliot’s, its impre.«.sioii3 will correspoiul to re;dities, and 
reveal most interesting though not ulhcomprehensive 
truths. The combination of an exqui.sitcly .sympatluu ie 
and loving nature with a large and tolerant intellect is 
manifest throughout. George Eliot could the 
absurdities,- and even the brutalities, of her neighl)our.s 
plainly, hut understood them well onougli to make 
them intelligible, not mere absurdities to be caricaiured ; 
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; she saw the eharniing aspects oi ihe old order with 
; equal clearncsSj but has no illusions which would 
' conyert the country into a pretty Arcadia; and 
her sympathy with sorrow and unsatisfied longings 
1 is too deep and reflective to allow her to stray into 
mere sentimentalism. Her pathos is powerful because 
it is always under command. The more superficial 
writer treats an era of misery as implying a grie^mnce 
which <?an be summarily removed, or finds in it an ^ 
opportunity of exhibiting Ins rovn sensibility. Her 
feeling is too deep and her poreoptioii of the com- 
plexity of its causes too thorough to admit of such 
treatment. Wo sec the tender woman who has goiie 
through much experience, always devotedly attached 
by the .strongest ties oi affection ; but always reflecting, 
i slninhing froni excesses of piassion or of scoffing, and 
I trying to see men and life as parts of a wiiler order. 

The same personal element appears" in her later 
‘ work in spite of the defects which i take to be un- 
deniable. George Eliot, as we have seen, looked un 
I file world with a certain aloofness. She read little of 
the ‘ephemeral literature of the day, and apparently 
thought very ill of what she did read. She looked at 
p the puHr.ieal warfare from a distance, and did not go 
into the society deeply interested in such maTter.s. The 
. i '•* Priory ■’ was frcipaented by a circle whose talk w.as of 
^ philosophy and scientific discoveries, and which was 
more inferested in theories than in the gossip of the 
day. Bhe had not therefore the experience which could 
enable her to describe contemporary life, with its 
social and politrca!''amBilidhfti'‘l'nd'''‘t.he''rough struggle 
for exiatenee in which practical lawyers and men of 
himiness are mainly occupied. She ihink.s of the 


xiv.l ; CONCLUSION. 2053 

world ehiefly as the surrounding element of sordid 
.aims into which her idealists are to go forth with such 
liope ias may be of leavening the mass. She could not, 
therefore, draw lifelike portraits of such characters 
as were the staple of the ordinary novelist. The 
questions, however, in which she was profoundly in- 
terested were undeniably of the highest importance. 
The period of her writings was one in which, as we 
can now see more clearly than at the time, very 
significant changes were taking place in English 
thought and life. Controversies on ' ‘ evolutionism ” and 
socialism and demociacy were showing the set of the 
current. George Lbot’s heroes and heroines are all 
more or less troubled by the results, whether they live 
ostensibly in England or in distant countries and 
centuries. I need say notliing more of her special 
view of the questions at issue. But, incidentally, as 
one may say, she came, in treating of her favourite 
theme — the idealist in^search of a vocation — to exhibit 
her own characteristics. The long gallery of heroines, 
from Milly Barton to Gwendolen Harieth, have 
various tasks set to them, in which we may be 
more or less interested." " But the women themselves, 
whatever their outward circumstances, have an interest 
unsurpassed by any other writer. They have, of 
course, a certain family likeness ; and if Maggie is 
most like her creator, the others show an affinity to 
some of her characteristics. George Eliot is reported 
to have said that the character which she found most . 
difficult to support was that of Kosamond Yincy, the ’ 
young woman who paralyses Lydgate. One can under- 
stand the statement, for it is Rosamond’s function to do 
exactly what is most antipathetic to her biographer. 
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iSlie is tlie emLodiecl contradictory of her creator’s 
morality. Yet she, too, is a vigorous portrait, and the 
- whole series may be given triumphantly as a proof of 
what iii called knowledge of the human heart.” I 
dislike the phrase, because it seems to imply that 
an abstract science with that subject-matter is in 
existence — which I should certainly deny. Bat if it 
only ruearus that George Eliot could — without any 
formula — sympathise with .a singularly wide range 
of moiivt3 ami feeling, and esjjecially with noble and 
tender natures, and represent the concrete embodiment 
wiiii e.vtruordinaiy pow'er, then I easi fully subscribe 
to the opinion. I think, as I have said, that one is 
always co,usciou.s that her women are (drawn from the 
inside, and that her most successful men are sub- 
sLauiialh’' women-in disguise. But the two sexes have 
a good deal in common; and in the setting forth some 
tff the moral and inteiicetual 2 )rocesscs whir-h we can 
all uuder-.srand, George Eliot shows unsurpassable skill. 
Here and there, no doubt, there is too much explicit 
“psychological analyisls,” and a railicr puiiuerous 
enumeration of obvious aphorisms in tlie ]Jomp» of 
scientific analogy. Biit she i.s .sintgularly ])uw'crfui in 
describing the conflicts of emotions; the iageniou? 
•modes of .seif-dcception in which must of ri.^ acquire 
c()nsiderable skill ; the uncomfortable re-sults of keeping 
a conscience? till we have learnt to come to an under- 
standing with it; the grotesque mixture of motives 
w'hieli result. s when we have reached a -/m'd-us rivertdi: 
I the downright hypocrisy of the lower nature, or the 
; eomparat.ivtdy pardonable and even commendable state 
;■ of mhid of the person who has a thoroughly consi,sient 
' code of action, though he unconsciously interprets its 
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laws in a non-nafcural sense to suit his convenience. 
George Eliot’s power of watching and describing the 
various nianceuvrcs by which people keep their self- 
respect and satisfy their feelings shows her logical 
subtlety, wdiich appears again in her (piaint description 
of the odd proces.sss %yhich take the place of reasoning 
in the uneducated intelligence. 

George Eliot believed that a work of art not only 
may, but must, exerci.se also an ethical influence. I 
will not inquire hov/ much influenco is actually 
exerted by novels upon the morality of their readers ; 
but so far as any influence is exerted, it is due, I think, 
in the last resort, to the personality of the novelist. 
That is to say, that from reading George Eliot’s novels 
■wc are influenced in the same way as by an intimacy 
with George Eliot herself. Undoubtedly, in effect, 
that might vary indefinitely according to the pre- 
judices and character of the other party. But, in an^-' 
case, w'e feel that the writer with ^vhom w’C have been 
in contact possessed a singularly wide and reflective 
intellect, a union of keen sensibility with a thoroughly 
tolerant spirit, a desire to appreciate all the good 
hidden under the commonplace and narro^r, a lively 
sympathy with all the nobler aspirations, a vivid 
insight into the perplexities and delusions which beset 
even the strongest minds, lirilliant powers of wdt, at 
once playful and pungent, and, if we must add, a rafcber 
melancholy view of life in general, a melancholy 
which is not nursed for purposes of display, bub forced 
upon a fine understanding by the view of a state of 
things which, ’we must admit, does not altogether lend 
itself to a cheerful optimism. I have endeavoured to 
point out what limitations must be adopted by an 
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honest critic. George Eliot’s works, as I have read, 
have not, at the present day, quite so high a position 
as was assigned to them by contemporary enthusiasm. 
That is a common phenomenon enough ; and, in her 
ca.se, I take it to be due chiefly to the partial mis- 
direction of her powers in the later period. Bub wdien I 
compare her work with that of other novelists, I cannot 
doubt that she had powers of mind and a richness of 
emotional nature rarely equalled, or that her writings— - 
whatever their shortconiings—will have a corresponding 
value in the estimation of thoughtful readers. 
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